





MY HUSBAND'S 
STRANGE LOVE 
HABITS 


By Lilo Ferguson 





















That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 


TH ATS VO U the highest standard set by his com- 


petitors. His product has to be good 


U =) TH a | =a Ee to survive—it’s as simple as that. So 


if he changes it at all, you can be sure 








he’s aiming at something better. 
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That’s why you can shop so confidently, 

+ s 5 o . 
livi nes goo d! so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 


on top of the world? — you bet! But 





you’re on ground as safe and sound as 


your own back yard. wis 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 
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WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 
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Do's and don'ts 


about BURN 


DON’T “butter” a burn. Butter be- 
comes rancid, breeds bacteria and 
burned tissues can absorb germs. 


DO apply a mild, soothing film of 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly — con- 
tains no toxic substances. 


DON’T puncture blisters—punc- 
turing invites infection. 


DO apply ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
to block out airborne bacteria, after 
cleansing with mild soap and water 
or a mild antiseptic. If burn is deep 
SEE A DOCTOR. 


DON’T use a tight bandage on even 
simple burns. 


DO use a loose bandage of sterile 
gauze smeared with soothing 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If hands 
are burned, remove rings or watch 
bands which might restrict circu- 
lation. 

DON’T ever be without ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly! Used in hospitals 
and clinics, it’s the modern, medi- 
cally-approved first-aid for minor 
purns. 


DO put a jar or tube of ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in your medicine 
chest. And another in the kitchen 
where most burns occur. Only 15¢. 


THE VASELINE 

BRAND IS YOUR 

GUARANTEE OF 
PURITY 
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Simple, safe, soothing 


*»e FIRSPAID KIT» 


Look for the trade mark VASELINE, 
wned by the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
and you can be sure the product’s pure. 
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Being free and easy with the boys made Suzy popular in her set, but those who 
kissed and told certainly upset her well-laid marriage plans. 
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That night with Candela almost convinced Tex that her savage lovemaking was 
all he needed, but from a child he learned how wrong he had been. 
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Right from the start, Bill had told her he wasn’t the marrying kind, yet Julie 
believed that if she gave in now, he'd see things her way later. 
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Because she had let Tim go all the way just once, he wanted to make it a habit, 
so Beth, her eyes on marriage, decided it was time for a change. 
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What makes a divorced woman suddenly decide she wants her husband back? 
Edith would never know because the telephone rang to upset her plans. 
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creased her popularity, but trouble was, they didn’t want to stop there. 
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Glamorous Lena Horne, although a big success as an actress-singer, still had 
need of a satisfying love, now with Lennie Hayton, believes she’s found it. 
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German girl who wed Indianapolis businessman after torrid mail-order court- 
ship, says she fled bedroom because of way he wanted to make love. 
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BY MRS. CHARLIE FUQUA 
HEN I FIRST MET Charlie I 


“onery crit- 


thought him to be an 
ter,” to use one of my grandmother’s 
pet phrases. As I look back on that day, 
March 18, 1940 (and how can I forget 
the date), I can picture before me a rude 
guy backstage at the Fox Theatre in De- 
troit. I was visiting my sister, Melzetta 
Marshall, who lived in the Motor City 
and had gone with one of her friends to 
see the famous Ink Spots who were 
headlining there. 

At her insistence, I went backstage to 
meet the group and as I entered Charlie’s 
dressing room I was shocked at the 
tongue lashing he was giving a man who 
stood frightened in the corner of the 
room. When he halted long enough to 
acknowledge my introduction to them he 
looked at me and said: “Women, I guess 
you're like all the rest.” Naturally, you 
can imagine how I felt. I thought I was 
meeting a madman. 

When the skinny little gentleman in 
the corner finally ducked out of the 
room, I learned the reason for Charlie’s 
anger. His first wife had just had him 
served with a summons to appear in a 
divorce suit she was starting against him, 


and the process server (the skinny guy) 
had finally caught up with Charlie after 
chasing him through six states. About a 
half hour later, he apologized to me for 
his coarseness when we first met and 
asked me out to dinner after the show. 
Over a juicy sirloin steak, we talked of 
many things and I sympathized with him 
in his matrimonial troubles. Before he 
took me home that evening, he had asked, 
and got my permission, to call me when 
the group visited Buffalo, my home town, 
the following week. 

At that time, the Spots were travelling 
by auto, but Charlie took a plane to 
Buffalo in order to be able to see me 
sooner. Every night he dined at my 
house and the end of their engagement 
saw me almost in tears at hating to see 
him leave town. For the next two years 
we corresponded weekly, plus the many 
phone conversations we indulged in. I 
bet that over the four years that we 
courted, Charlie must have spent close 
to $7500 in phone calls. 

All this time, he was working on_-his 
divorce and he obtained his first one in 
Mexico in 1943, but when that was chal- 
lenged in the (Continued on Page 80) 
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CHITTERLINGS 


... special cooking secret seals in 
natural flavor . . . removes odors! 


Already cooked in their natural 
juices...a tantalizing delight to 
enjoy in minutes... just heat and 
serve! Try Krey Chitterlings and 
Hog Maws today! 

in Cans—Ready to Eat! 


CHITTER 


in maATURAL 





KREY PACKING CO. « ST. LOUIS 7, MO. 
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THE NICEST THINGS HAPPEN TO GIRLS 
WITH LIGHT, BRIGHT COMPLEXIONS! 


your phone quit ringing lately? Per- 
your complexion is to blame. Is it 
k, dull and unattractive? Then for 
odness sake, do something about it! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
vilet counter. See for yourself what 
ions have already proven about its 
derful bleaching and clearing action. 
how it gives your skin that creamier, 
hter, clearer appearance that makes 
look at you with new interest—and 
es women to exclaim, “How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
is non-otly, 

areascless. Lighteus 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
idinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
smetic oils. 75¢ and $1.10 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 


There are 2 kinds of NApINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
hack. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 








am MONEY! 


Spare time work at home. Big mail-order firm 
needs men and women to send out postcards. 
Easy! No experience necessary. Just address and 
mail. Steady work every month. Act now — 
write at once. 


BUSINESS INFORMATION CORPORATION 


143 Belmont Street, Belmont, Moss. 











Train At Home For 
A WELL PAID CAREER 


lelp fill the urgent need for Trained 
Nurses. If you are between nfng ta oth 





e in your spare time 
ng. Many earn wiiistenena ng, ph som school nat 
qui serge Mail th 
Schooi Of presen’ Nursing, Inc. 
2835 “sheMcld Ave., Desk EX-43, Chicago 14, #11. | 
ash FREE PACTS and Sample Lescon Pages, | 
Duitaberdeneesenr it ennewnwepee Age--- | 








1 » DECORATION at Home 


Fascinating field for men and women. 

Excellent starting point for career. Practi- 

cal basic training. Approved supervised method. 

tuition. Easy payments. Send for FREE 

-page illustrated bookiet, “‘Adventures in Interior 
& Decoration.” No obligation. 







vttcnso SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3239 Chicage 14, Hlinels 





New, Easy Way To Get Your, 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA! 


<A ' 
Your chances of getting ahead are so much bet- J 
Snieh high h school diploma! Now you can 
at home, without interfering 
9 be ob. Simplified Wayne training offers 
Diploma choice of the approved subjects you need. 
awarded. Act now. Send for FREE 
ae today! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Cater nas: (= 


2527 Sheffield. Avenve, Chicege 14, Iilineis 
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By James Goodrich 
ILES DAVIS, 


the trumpeter, re- 
about five years ago a batch of progres- 
sive tunes which then amounted to ex- 
periments in new musical ideas and 
techniques. The experimenting proved 
to be highly productive. Out of it all 
emerged some real exciting sounds and 
many innovations in solo stylings and 
ensemble phrasing which have set the 
pattern for modern jazz in recent years. 

Capitol released the Miles Davis ex- 
perimental sides first as singles but now 
market them all in an LP album called 
“Classics in Jazz.” The album includes 
eight tunes: Jeru, Moon Dreams, Venus 
de Mile, Deception, Godchild, Rocker, 
Israel and Rouge. As singles, the sides 
sold very well. 

Success of the Capitol releases has 
been due principally to Miles who blows 
some dazzling trumpet on them. How- 
ever, he had in support several of the 
top names in progressive jazz. Among 
them: trombonist J. J. Johnson, alto 
saxist Lee Konitz, baritone saxist Gerry 
Mulligan, pianist John Lewis, bassist Al 
McKibbon and drummer Max Roach. 

When Miles waxed the experimental 
recordings, he had just come on to up- 
set the jazz world with an electrifying 
His method of 


playing was new and emotional, fast and 


style on his instrument. 


precisive. 

That was five years ago. Of late, Miles 
has not always played up to his best and 
resultingly is not creating as much ex- 





citement in (Continued on Page 79) 
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DEARLY 


BEL 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am a mar- 
ried woman in my early thirties. 
My college love and I have started see- 
ing each other again after ten years and 
it seems as if a new life has taken hold. 
He has everything I want in a man— 
looks, intelligence, finance and confi- 
dence in me. 

All this is lacking in my present mar- 
riage, except finance. My husband’s con- 
stant nagging and domineering attitude 
keep me guessing and nervous as to what 
he will do next. He is twenty years my 
senior and | never feel free to associate 
with my own age level. I had a close girl 
friend, but he continually made catty re- 
marks about food bills, etc., when she 
was around, so she stopped visiting me. 

Bill and I think alike and the same 
things appeal to us both. He is four years 
older than I, but he told me he would 
never marry as long as I lived. I feel 
that with my teaching job and his posi- 
tion we could really be happy working 
together. His father has willed him a 
comfortable home and I have some fur- 
niture of my own. Please let me know 
whether you think it best that I divorce 
my present husband and marry Bill. 

M. Stokes. 
Dear M. Stokes: 

Don’t let your old college chum dazzle 
you with his age and apparent material 
wealth. It could be that he is a charm- 
ing Casanova with no intention to marry 
anyone. His fervent declaration not to 
marry unless he married you sounds a 
bit silly coming from a mature man. Be- 
fore you contemplate divorce, I would 
look carefully at all the angles. 
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DATE BAIT $395 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
and rims. Black, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 


BE-BOP’ 
PERSONALITY GLASSES 


BEBOP* Glasses make you really differ- 
ent, highlight your personality and 
make you more attractive. The fine qual- 
ity lenses—in clear white or green tint — 
have no power and are restful to wear. 





Ne. 515 


a $295 Black, brown, bive $308 
GEORGIA PEACH 3 rs & ~*~ 
Semi-rimless glasses with 24K. 
Gold plated brow and ear- 
pieces Clear, Green or Rose 
Tinted lenses. 

















LEATHERETTE CASE 


FREE with every pair of glasses 








Ne. 522 

BEAU CATCHER 695 
Wonderfully _ 

attractive 

they're really men 
Catchers! Smart 

Amber Brown or Black 
frames with Gold 
plated trim. Genuine 
optical zy! frames. 


No. 222 
BEAU CATCHER DELUXE 
= ony Geen eee 

ps real 
FILLED trim. Black $g95 
or Shell frames. 


Some Style as above for MEN 





Diamond 

type jewels 
twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- 
Pearl Daisies that ornament this 
beau A wonderful frame for 
“come-hither’’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown or Black frames. A ‘‘must”’ 
for special occasions. 


Me. $19 DUKE 
Ne. 219 DUKE DELUXE (coLo FILLED) $895 























Ne. 284 HE-MAN 
Women love this new 











































look. Distinguished 
straight top in Tortoise 
Shell, Black or Brown 
genuine optical zyl 
frame. Special wire- 
core temple permits 


instant ad- $495 
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tor OW YOUNG 
EXECUTIVE 
Latest fashion men's 
glasses make you 
more handsome, more 
attractive tu the girls. 
Ladies . . . buy these 
Hollywood style 
glasses for all your 
friends they'll 


Shell or Black frames. 


*REG. U.S $395 


PAT. OFF. 





————— 
[HERMAN OPTICAL CO., 201 T. Market St. Newark 2,N.J. 
Send $1 deposit with all C.0.D. orders. Pay postman 








balance. Style No. | 

No. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP | Lens Color Frame Color mall 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 

glasses of smart simplicity. Choose Blue | Name seta ciueiaiedianain is ; | 
or Pink Peari frames for your feminine 

moments — Brown Shell or Black for your | Address : ee : ‘ cae | 
Career Girl days. $395 

I city. a | 











10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


201 T. Market St.. Newark 2 

















This very day... 


Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 


... gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 


glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
. Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 


this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 






































Be Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


2. Apply Godefroy's Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 





IGODEFROY MFG. CO. ¢ 3510 OLIVE e¢ ST. LOUIS 3, mo. 





It seems that you have very little to 
complain about in your present marriage 
that couldn’t be cleared up with the help 
of a marriage counselor. Twenty years 

is a large age span it is true, but Id try 
everything before seeking a divorce. 

| Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| | am a married woman 20 years old 
and my husband is 22. We have been 
married for 27 months and have twin 

| girls. I love my husband very much but 

| there is a problem. You see my husband 

|works with a male friend who is about 
15 years older than he is. This man has 
been married for 11 years but he has not 

been a true husband to his wife and 

| family. 

He is making things uncomfortable 
for me. He comes to my house, takes my 

nen out and then tells him that his 

wife goes out with other men and, there- 
| fore, that all other women are the same. 
| I have never gone anywhere without my 
/husband but get lonesome waiting for 
him to come home. 

I don’t mind my husband going out 
but I would like for him to take me 
sometime. However, his friend has told 
him that a woman’s place is in the home 
| with the children. It almost seems as if 
| 








he is trying to break up our marriage. 
| My friends tell me the best thing I can 
| do is to get a divorce but I love my hus- 
| band and hope there is something I can 
| do to save our marriage. 


| Mrs. B. M. Keitt 


| 

| Dear Mrs. Keitt: 

| Don’t let your friends talk you into 
| oting a divorce because it won’t solve 
your problem, just give you a few more 
|to worry about. Your husband’s friend 
| is trying to break up your marriage for 
|the simple reason that he is jealous of 
| seeing a happy home, especially when he 
can’t trust his own wife. Try very hard 
_to keep your husband’s faith, for no mat- 


_ter what his friend may tell him, he still 
| wants to believe that you are true to him. 

Have you ever asked him to take you 
| out, or are you waiting for him to ask 
| you? Set one night aside, get a baby 
| sitter for the children, then choose a nice 
entertainment spot or possibly a movie 
| that you are sure your husband would 
enjoy. Tell him you are going to take 
‘him out and enjoy the evening. You may 
have to save for weeks to get the money, 


| but I’m sure it will be worth it. 
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Letters To The Editor 


4] DIDN’T TRUST MY HUSBAND’ 


I have been reading romance magazines for a 
long time, but I can’t remember when I have 
so thoroughly enjoyed a story as I did “I Didn’t 
Trust My Husband” in the October issue of 
TAN. That story really hit me in the eye be- 
cause I, too, was involved in a similar situation 
with my husband, although he wasn’t a min- 
ister. 

My husband is a successful businessman 
and on several out of town trips he took his 
secretary with him. She is a very personable 
and quite efficient individual but I couldn’t 
keep it out of my mind that she was in love 
with my husband and that all sorts of romantic 
things happened when they they were together. 

When I couldn’t stand the pressure of my 
suspicions any longer, I accused him of having 
an affair with the girl, only to find that it was 
she who was actually doing a great deal to 
help my husband by her tactful and persuasive 
way of handling certain details of his business 
affairs when he was in the process of closing 
contracts with important prospects. 

I felt like a heel and today I am doing every- 
thing in my power to make up to my husband 
for my unreasoning jealousy. I hope that I 
never have occasion to doubt him again. 

Elsie R. 
Muskegon, Mich. 


NADINE COLE 


I have been a constant reader of your mag- 
azine and I think it’s terrific. I just finished 
the September issue. I enjoyed reading the 
story of “King Cole’s Forgotten Love,” but I 


think it was dirty, the way he did beautiful 
Nadine Cole, his first wife—fooling her away 
from home to New York, just to ask her for a 


divorce. 
Willie G Bradford 
Scottsboro, Alabama 


I have been a regular reader of TAN for 
months and I think it’s a wonderful magazine. 
I enjoy reading about the life of our favorite 
celebrities. 

I’ve just finished reading the September issue 
and I really enjoyed “King Cole’s Forgotten. 
Love.” Keep the great work up! 

Shirley Hicks 
Lillington, N. C. 


‘MY HUSBAND NEVER KNEW’ 


I have been reading TAN for the past year. 

I think it is a fine magazine. I especially en- 

joyed the story, “My Husband Never Knew,” 

which appeared in your September issue. TAN 
is tops! 

Mrs. Mattie Gowne 

Atlanta, Georgia 


‘HIT-RUN LOVER’ 


I am a great reader of TAN and have been 
for quite some time. I just finished reading 
the story, “Hit and Run Lover,” and enjoyed it 
very much. I also enjoyed “Trapped By Pas- 
sion. 

Let’s keep up the good work. 

Mary B. Beaufort 
Battleboro, N. C. 









NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by dectors 
Trusted by women 


i lested by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 


Mail this coupon today 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 


1. A ntasept i (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Nortorms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant” odor themselves. 


I’m a TAN fan and wish to commend you 
on the August issue. The story, “Hit And Run 
Lover.” I must say, is great. I wish all of the 
men could have read it. That proves that we 
still have Sampsons and Delilahs. Keep up 


the good work. 
Ruby M. Cain 
Penchatoula, La. 


TEEN-AGERS LIKE TAN 


I have been reading TAN magazine for two 
years. I have never written to you before now. 
I am a teen-ager and a junior in high school. 
I like to read very much and enjoy all of the 
stories. I want to congratulate you on the 
story, “Too Easy With Men.” 

I think you should have more stories about 
teenagers. 

Mary Jane Strong 
Chester, S. C. 


I really enjoy TAN and I think it helps the 
young people through life. So keep up the 
good work. I buy one every month. 

Dorothea Kemp 
Kirkwood, Mo. 


CALLS TAN FLAWLESS 


As one of your many readers, I find TAN 
one of the most promising magazines in its 
field. Brilliantly written, informative and flaw- 
lessly compiled. May future years bring even 
an improvement, if this is possible. 

George DeArcos Randall 





3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


= mail this coupon to: Dept. T-412 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 








plain envelope. 
Name 
(prease print) 
Street, 
City. Zone State 


















$ KISSING 
ANGEROUS? 


Kern’s kiss set 
my heart pound- 
ing. It was the 
first time I°d 
ever been kissed. 
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Attractive but not beautiful, teen-age Gracie found that let- 


ting the boys kiss her increased her popularity, but the trou- 


ble was, they didn’t want to stop there. 


I REMEMBER in my high school per- 
sonal hygiene class when the teacher, 
a very prim and proper little lady, om- 
inously announced that over 200 differ 
ent kinds of germs are transmitted from 
one person to another with each kiss. 

“Yeah, but what a beautiful way to 
die!” came a voice from the rear of the 
classroom. 

Of course that irreverent comment 
broke up things. Even Miss Pringle’s 
stern features relaxed into a smile as the 
students burst into uproarious laughter. 
When she finally restored some sem- 
blance of order, Miss Pringle went on to 
tell us some of the scientific findings of 
what happened when “osculation” took 
place. 

We had already learned in English lit 
that “buss” meant kiss and now we had 
another new word to play around with 
—“osculate.” For the rest of the term 
the kids went around announcing that 
they would like to “buss” some girl or 
“osculate” with some fellow. We thought 
it was funny. 

According to the teacher, from 15 to 
272 different types of bacteria were dis- 
covered after a group of individuals left 
the imprint of their lips on a specially 
treated surface. These included hemo- 
lytic streptococcus, which attacks red 
blood cells; staphylococcus bacteria, 
which are always found in boils and ab- 
scesses; and streptococcus viridans, 
which can affect heart tissue. 

She told us that a regulation ten-sec- 
ond Hollywood kiss transferred twice as 
many germs as a cooler two-second one, 
and that although she disapproved of 
cosmetics, freshly applied lipstick low- 
ered the bacterial count, the researchers 


discovered. But she admitted that the 


tests showed that for a healthy person 
with no infectious diseases, kissing can 
be a harmless pastime. It was found that 
95 per cent of the germs on the lips of 
such a person are the harmless type that 
never cause disease. 

I can’t recall exactly what conclusion 
Miss Pringle reached—it’s been a num- 
ber of years ago—but if I were a teacher 
talking to a bunch of teen-age girls I 
would certainly go a lot deeper into the 
subject than she did with us. That’s be- 
cause I found out shortly afterwards that 
the dangers of going on a “kissing 
spree” such as Eartha Kitt sings about 
in her popular recording, are not bac- 
teriological, but emotional. 

I seriously doubt that even today’s 
crop of youngsters is emotionally 
equipped to handle the dangerous busi- 
ness of indiscriminate kissing and free- 
wheeling petting. What happened to me 
when I was in my final year at Atwood 
high is a good example of what I mean. 

At 17, I was one of those tall, gangling 
girls who can be described as “stately” 
when in later years they fill out in the 
right places. But that’s small consolation 
at the time a teen-ager is being called 
“stringbean,” and similar uncompliment- 
ary things. There were girls at school no 
better looking than I, but they were 
much more popular. I was quiet and 
kept to myself. 

I’m not saying that I had a miserable 
childhood; far from it. I had plenty of 
love and affection from my family and 
while we were not well off, we certainly 
lived comfortably. “She’s the brains of 
the family,” Mom always used to say 
when she got to me in her description of 
her children. I didn’t mind it when I 
was younger, (Continued on Page 77) 
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Be the miss under the mistletoe . 
popular, envied and admired for 
smoother, softer-looking skin. Use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed, watch your skin take 
on lighter, brighter beauty. Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows no faster method of light- 
ening skin. Buy it today. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
7 counters, 


35¢, 60¢. 


BLACK = AnD WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 











FORCES You to Save 
$100.00 a Year! 


t perpetual Date & Amount Bank. 25¢ a 
lay automatically keeps Calendar up-to-date. 
Also totals amount saved. Compels you to 
ave a quarter every day, or date won't 

ange. Automatic saver for gifts, vacations, 

e payments, etc. Use year after year. Start 

ng right away. Order several. Regularly 
$3.50. Now only $1.99 prepaid. Mail cash, 
heck or money order now to LEECRAFT, 

ie 300 Albany Avenue, Brooklyn 13, 
New York. 
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RE YOU A blabbermouth who just 

can’t resist the temptation to run 
off at the mouth? Do you take a tiny 
speck of gossip which really doesn’t 
have a scintilla of proof and pass it 
around as the real lowdown from the 
horse’s mouth? If you are one of the 
many teen-agers who goes out of his 
way to mash his chops most about things 
about which you know least, then this 
is for YOU. 

Sure, you probably heard that Ella 
Mae’s folks planned to take her out of 
school for the next semester and send 
her to live with her aunt in Birmingham. 
You really don’t know why Ella Mae is 
leaving town but when you overheard 
someone in the locker room after gym 
say that “they” had heard that it was 
because Ella Mae was pregnant, you im- 
mediately became a committee of one to 
spread the rumor, adding a few little 
embellishments of your own, just to 
make it sound more authentic. 

There is no greater sin in the world 
than that of bearing false witness against 
one’s neighbor, and, if you remember 
any of the lessons that were taught you 
in Bible school, you know that truer 
words were never put down. And don’t 
forget either that a dog that will bring 
a bone will also take one. 

So, you loud-mouth guys and big- 
mouth gals—don’t you be a rumor- 
monger, repeating every bit of choice 
gossip that comes your way. It’s natural 
to want to be in-the-know and to go 
around with that I-know-something-I- 
won't tell look on your kisser and to be 
pointed to as an important person be- 
cause of the secrets you know. 

But a secret isn’t a secret once it’s 
told and each re-telling so distorts it that 
by the time it gets back to you, you won’t 
recognize it as the idle rumor that you 
helped to launch. 

Maybe you never stopped to think 
about it, kids, but this twisting or dis- 
tortion can sometimes lead to blackmail. 


Frantic and frightened teen-agers have 
been known to attempt suicide when they 
were driven beyond the breaking point 
by a malicious, blackmailing, spite-rid- 
den classmate! But you don’t have to 
be driven to such desperation. What you 
need to do is to learn to recognize your 
blackmailer and then handle him or her. 

She doesn’t necessarily have to be the 
queer duck with the birds nest hair and 
the double-thick glasses. Like as not, 
she’s pretty, quiet little Sandra. She’s 
the girl on the outskirts of the gang, who 
gets in through the back door, at the tail 
end of things. You can call her up when 
you're short a girl. You call her in on 
the cram sessions because she’s up on 
her math or doesn’t flounder in chem- 
istry. 

She lets you use her and agrees to 
cover up for you when you tell your 
mom that you’re studying with her but 
slip out on a school night for a date with 
Tommy. She finds out things about you. 
She knows about the time you went 
swimming in the nude with Harry, when 
you had too much to drink at Lucy’s 
party. 

Where does she find out these things? 
Sometimes she listens and sometimes 
she snoops. Who told on you? More 
than likely, you did yourself. You just 
couldn’t help spilling over to the girls 
in the locker room or in the cafeteria. 
Soon you'll find Sandra wondering how 
she would look in that organdy dress of 
yours or wistfully asking you to fix her 
up with a date for the junior prom. 

Soon you'll be lending Sandra your 
clothes, your boy friend, even money, 
which she has no intention of repaying. 
And you don’t dare ask for it because 
you certainly don’t want your folks to 
discover about some of your innocent or 
not-so-innocent extra-curricular activi- 
ties. 

So it pays for you to be careful, even 
when talking to your best friends. Too 
much talk has ruined many people. 
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By Margo Hughes 
VERYONE SOONER OR LATER gets into a dull 


routine and the stars of the sports world seem no ex- 
ception considering the way the boys have recently gone 
all out for new kicks. Light-heavyweight champ Archie 
Moore is real serious in his role as sponsor of the Lucky 
Thompson band. The champ says that Lucky, who has 
been a sideman with some of the nation’s leading orches- 
tras, is the greatest tenor sax man and belongs in front of 
his own aggregation. The champ has set up a manager’s 
office, Lucky is all set with his own band and Moore will 
take it from there, even to an occasional chore on the 
drums with his protege. . . . The leather-throwers have all 
been encouraged by the success of Sugar Ray and the 
Brown Bomber’s hoofing and figure that “there’s gold in 
them thar’ box offices.” For instance, there’s Ez Charles, 
who plays a mean bass fiddle; Hurricane Jackson, who is 
too enthusiastic about the bongo drums, and “the keed” 
Gavilan, who plays a torrid mambo on the conga. All in 
all, we could make up a terrific package featuring ex-pugs. 
. .. Welterweight “Bang Bang” Womber’s boxing gloves 
have been replaced by curling irons and he’s taking daily 
lessons in hair styling techniques from the master, Roger 
Simon, one-time personal coiffeur to former middleweight 
champ Sugar Ray Robinson. Incidentally, Roger too has 
big eyes for show business and is currently grooming an 
unknown for stardom under his personal management. 
Roger met the young lady when she hit the States (from 
the Virgin Isles) and is now playing the role of “Pygma- 
lion.” He plans to get the thrush together for the bigtime 
and, if the grapevine is accurate, he has a gold mine on 
his hands. "Tis reported, she’s the Yma Sumac of the 
West Indies. 
00°90 
“Say Hey” Willie Mays, star outfielder of the New 
York Giants, was bitten by the show biz bug but has 
recovered nicely, after waxing several versions of “Say 
Hey” and appearing on TV’s “Comedy Hour.” He 
now plans to go into the liquor business with his team 
buddy, Monte Irvin. While hurler, Satchel Paige, 
turned restaurateur, is slinging ham hocks and turnip 
greens in his own eatery down Alabama way. And 
speaking of new twists, young fans of the Four Tunes 
were quite upset to learn that the foursome has plans 
for recording arias from several operas. Naturally, 
these youngsters wouldn’t be caught dead listening to 
anything longhair and were really relieved when it de- 
veloped that the recordings will turn out as: “The 
Bopster of Seville,” “For He’s a Jolly Othello” and 
“The Crazy Pitch Pipe” (generally known as “The 
Magic Flute”’ ) 
00°90 
It seems that mambo is becoming universally accepted 


and with Duke Ellington, one of (Continued on Page 80) 














BLOUSES 
39¢ each 
5 for $1.69 


Anorted colors and styles 
in Silks, Crepes, Reyons 
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QUILT PIECES 
3 Ibs. - $1.49 













$1.89 each 
2 for $3.59 


All sizes with or without bu: 
collen These ere in excel- 
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needed 





Used items for every mem- 
ber of the emily comsrsting 
of Rayon Underwear Chid- 
ren's Weer and other 


ASSORTED in Silk, Wool, Cotton & 
Rayon. 
ALL SIZES in Good Condition. 


BUT NO LESS THAN 20 DRESSES 
AT THIS BARGAIN PRICE 






RUMMAGE Goon weas 
20 Pieces 4 > aa ey 
for $2.19 ies’ / 
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iLadies’ SKIRTS 







Fell essortment of color: and 
styles, All Weoh, Pleids 
and Minteres 
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FUL BARGANS 


RUSH YOUR O 


AIL ORDER M 
160 Monroe Street 


Send me the following items, $1 deposit enclosed 





O Give Hose size - 


Name 


With $5.00 Order or More - 1 Pair of Ladies’ 
come with order. You pey postman 


A TRIAL ORDER WILL CONVINCE YOU OF OUR WONDER. 


if Order is $5.00 of more. 


99c each < 
3 for $2.69 a 
Many styles ond patterns in €— ~~ 


hort ond long sleeves 


ATISFIED. $1.00 Deposit MUST 
belence plus C.O.D. and post- 
PTED FOR LESS THAN $3.00 





RDER TODAY! 


RE Dept. No. TC-5 
New York 2. N.Y. 








Address 





City 


State 





*No Order accepted 


Canada & Foreign - Full Payment with Order. 


without $1.00 deposit 
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HOW CAN YOU HAVE 
LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 


Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out Rich and Healthy? 


Science gives the answer: 
[t all depends on the na- 
ture and condition of 
your scalp. Inother words, 
you can have perfect hair 
only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 
Millions of people are learn- 
g that when they seek bet- 
r looking hair they must 
think about the condition of 
scalp too. They are also 
rning the amazing facts 
about Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp AE 
Conditioner and how it works #///J///M77 f 
beautify the hair. v, : d 





marvelous “super-sulfur” is the wonder 
THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 drug featured in the great Sulfur-8 Hair 
A Great Wonder Drug Formula and Scalp Conditioner formula. Only 


Famous doctors all over the world have Sulfur-8 has that sensational formula! 


en the wonders worked by sulfur for = 
y hair and scalp conditions. A new e. DOUBLE ACTION 
entific achievement has now brought S$ Works Two Ways — 
it the very strength of sulfur in a spe- Ro pnadeonncadeeapethaneand 
1. BENEFITS 2. BEAUTI 
| potent form called polysulfides. This ; 


something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 








What a thrill it is to get admiring glances Maybe your scalp itches or feels “tight” 
and compliments about the beauty of from dryness. Does your hair seem dull 
your hair! Yes, you are really at your and dead-looking? Could be, the break- 
best when your hair is a glorious crown ing off and frizzy split ends of your 
your charm—soft and radiant...look- _brittle-dry hair makes it look rough and 
ing so smooth and full and short. Act fast when you see those signs! 
magnificently long. When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
But your haircan’tlook notice how soon that vitalizing massage 
_ right if certain conditions action makes your scalp feel more alive 
are wrong! and healthy, and how your hair begins 
Sulfur-8 can’t give you to look longer, thicker, and softer. Those 
1 new scalp, nor make your hair grow or ugly dandruff flakes seem to disappear 
be longer than your scalp allows, but and your hair just seems to glow with 
when used in time, it usually works new richness and lustre. Yes, Sulfur-8 
wonders on many conditions that may makes a big, wonderful difference! 
hold your hair back from looking its best. 
So, watch out for the warning signs: 


SULFUR-8 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 


Also Use { GLOSS-8 — The Pressing Oil for superior results 
; SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO - There's nothing better! 
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STATEMENT OF 
OWNERSHIP 


STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND 
JULY 2, 1946 (Title 39, United States Code, 
Section 233) SHOWING THE OWNER. 
SHIP, MANAGEMENT, AND CIRCULA.- 
TION OF TAN published monthly at Chi- 
cago, Illinois for October 1, 1954. 


1. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher, editor, managing editor, and busi- 
ness managers are: Publisher, John H. 
Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Avenue; 
Editor, John H. Johnson, 1820 South Mich- 
igan Avenue; Managing editor, A. S. “Doc” 
Young, 1820 South Michigan Avenue; 
Business manager, None. 


2. The owner is: (If owned by a cor- 
poration, its name and address must be 
stated and also immediately thereunder the 
names and addresses of stockholders own- 
ing or holding 1 per cent or more of total 
amount of stock. If not owned by a cor- 
poration, the names and addresses of the 
individual owners must be given. If owned 
by a partnership or other unincorporated 
firm, its name and address, as well as that 
of each individual member must be given.) 

Johnson Publishing Company, Inc., 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IIL; 
John H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago, Ill.; Eunice Walker 
Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Ill.; Gertrude Johnson Williams, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 





3. The known bondholders, mortgagees, 
and other security holders owning or hold- 
ing 1 per cent or more of total amount of 
bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: 
(If there are none, so state.) None. 


4. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases 
where the stockholder or security holder 
appears upon the books of the company as 
trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for 
whom such trustee is acting; also the state- 
ments in the two paragraphs show the affi- 
ant’s full knowledge and belief as to the 
circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do 
not appear upon the books of the company 
as trustee, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other than that of a bona fide 
owner. 


5. The average number of copies of each 
issue of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise to paid sub- 
scribers during the 12 months preceding 
the date shown above was: (This informa- 


tion is required from daily, weekly, semi-' 


weekly, and triweekly newspapers only.) 


/s/ John H. Johnson 
(Signature of editor, publisher, 
business manager or owner) 


Sworn to and subscribed before me this 
29th day of September, 1954. 
/s/ Willie E. Miles 
Notary Public 
(SEAL) 
My commission expires May 26, 1956. 
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Your secret to loveliness... Wear HOWARD'S Glamorous All-over “full-cap” WIGS 
... They GIVE YOU the LENGTH, COLOR and STYLE HAIR you want, instantly! 
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FOR WIG SIZE...SEND HAT SIZE Send sample of hair...we match exactly canact be detected 
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with these “Real” Hairpieces 
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n my mightie, I'd sneak to 
Carl's room, kiss him awake 
and then let nature take its 
course. 








Being free and easy with the boys made Suzy one of the most 


popular girls in her set, but those who kissed and told upset 
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HE WHISPERS about me started 

when I was in high school—the kind 
that circulate like an evil wind about 
girls whose morals are suspected of 
being bad. 

I didn’t know about them at first. And 
Mama never did, thank heaven. She 
would have been terribly hurt, because 
she had tried so hard to keep me straight, 
to protect me. And during those first 
twelve years of my life she made but one 
mistake: She broke what had always 
been an inflexible rule by renting a room 
to a man, to her cousin, Carl. And that 
was a mistake! 

My father died when I was a year old. 
We lived in a comfortable old eight-room 
house my father had started buying when 
he and Mama were married. After his 
death, Mama was determined to keep it, 
mainly so that I would always have a 
home. She got a job in a garment fac- 
tory as a power machine operator, but 
her pay wasn’t enough to meet our ex- 
penses, including the small sum for the 
old woman who stayed with me while 
Mama was at work, until I was eight. 

So Mama rented the three upstairs 
bedrooms, usually to teachers or profes- 
sional women. She could have made 
more by taking in men, or married 
couples, but no man ever lived in our 
house after my father’s death until I was 
almost thirteen. Then she was put in an 


awkward position when her own cousin 
came to town to teach in our high school, 
and couldn’t find a place to live right at 
a time when she had a vacancy. 

For Carl, a relative, she broke her rule. 
with the understanding that he would 
stay only until a room elsewhere became 
available. He was only twenty-four, a 
slender, actually rather frail looking 
young man whose thick-lensed glasses 
gave him a studious look. And if any- 
thing, being a quiet, reserved type, he 
seemed a bit on the timid side. 

That was the impression we all got, 
especially Mama. If she hadn’t consid- 
ered Carl harmless, she wouldn’t have 
allowed him in the house regardless. Like 
so many parents, she didn’t realize the 
danger of exposing their young daugh- 
ters to men, even relatives, no matter how 
harmless, or how upright they may seem. 
Not under conditions which allow them 
to be alone with young girls frequently. 
And especially not with girls who are in 
that lush stage of development when 
physically, they are no longer children. 

I was at that stage when Carl came to 
live with us. I was also regarded as a 
very pretty girl. My coloring was clear 
copper, my eyes gray, like Mama’s, and 
my hair, also like Mama’s, was black and 
naturally curly, the kind the kids call 
“good moss.” 

Mama tried to make things pleasant 
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When Suzy told Hal that she was not the virgin he ex- 


pected, she knew that she was taking a chance, but 


how was she to know that he believed in the double 


standard for men and women? 





for her young cousin, particularly be- 
suse he seemed so shy, even bashful. 
introduced him to our two women 
ymers, “Y” workers, and nice looking 
rls. It didn’t come to anything, al- 
ugh Mazie and Rosa seemed to wish 
1ad. But Carl didn’t have much to say 
o them. Nor to anyone else—except me. 
d then only when no one else was 
: und. 
Mama didn’t know that, nor did I tell 
Because I liked Carl. In fact, I had 
nild crush on him, starting from the 
e a week after he came, when he re- 
noved his thick glasses to polish them. 
And | saw that he had lovely eyes, like 
1 jewels of topaz, which made him 
em an entirely different person, and a 
ry handsome one. 
lo be perfectly fair, it wasn’t all Carl’s 
fault. I know now what a terrific tempta- 
n a pretty young girl with a voluptu- 
figure can be. And I know that one 
nan’s greatest weaknesses is the sex 
e within him. Like fire, it can quickly 
leap up out of control and cause men to 
things they didn’t intend and may 
gret as long as they live. 
The way it started, two weeks after 
arl took his teaching job, all the schools 
losed for a week because of the threat 
f a polio epidemic. And Mama, fearful 
for me, gave me strict orders to stay in 
the house until school started again. I 
think she was glad Carl would be home, 
To keep an eye on me. 
Well, he sure did. Only it was mutual. 
We were already friendly, and had been 
me alone together several times previ- 
yusly, but not all day, like now. Too, I 
had discovered that Carl was a real lover 
f swing music, like me. A further sur- 
rise was that he had lots of real gone 
records, although he never played them 
xcept when we were alone, as though he 
lidn’t want anyone else to know he had 
uch an “un-professorish” weakness. 
Which was solid with me. It was our 
ecret. So we played records. And we 
alked. And he told me all sorts of fas- 
inating things that I didn’t know any- 
thing about. Like what he called the 
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“structure of society.” He felt strongly 
about all sorts of social discrimination, 
including that against women. He said 
men had things fixed to keep them in an 
inferior position—for the benefit of men. 
He pointed out that men could just about 
do as they pleased, but denied women 
the same freedom. Women, he explained, 
were tightly hemmed in by custom, 
chained by social, moral and legal bars. 

At my age, I’d never thought about 
things like that. But I was very inter- 
ested, probably partly because Carl al- 
ways talked to me as if we were of the 
same age, and partly because the subject 
was on the topic of sex. But I didn’t 
realize that he was unknowingly planting 
the seeds in my mind which later would 
flower into a philosophy of life which 
made me rebel against discriminatory 
rules against my sex. 

Anyway, the second day we were home 
alone, we played loads of hot records 














and when Carl remarked that kind of 
music made him want to dance, fresh me, 
I sashayed up to him and cried, “Well 
then, professor, come on! Let’s dance!” 
Carl looked startled as I stood before 
him, swaying and snapping my fingers 
in time to the jivey tune that was playing. 
Then he grinned boyishly and off we 
shuffled. Only he held me too far from 
him for us to even hit the beat together, 
so I shoved close to him and after a 
few seconds his arm started tightening 
around me, drawing me even closer. 
Even if he didn’t know any better, | 
should have. Because the way our bodies 
were pressing tightly together in rhyth- 
mic slow-drag tempo, sent a deliciously 
wicked thrill clear through me. I didn’t 
dream his reaction might be more potent 
than mine. Maybe he didn’t, either. But 
pretty quick it came down on us like a 
deluge of hot wine . . . and somewhere 
along the line, my arms crept up around 
his neck . . . and his slid down to my 
waist, clamped me to him and . . . what 
was happening wasn’t just dancing . .. 
Never again could I enter that room 
without a hot gush of guilty remem- 
brance. 
Afterward, Carl was terribly upset. He 
took all the blame for what had happened 
and said the (Continued on Page 52) 


He kissed the hem of my skirt 

and said quietly: “Suzy, I can 

support a wife new and I'd 
like to marry you.” 
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That night with Candela almost con- 

vinced Tex that her savage lovemak- 

ing was all he needed, but from the 

lips of a child he learned how wrong 
he’d been. 


T WAS ON A street corner that I met Candela 

Camargo one misty spring night. If I'd known 
the events which would follow— events which not 
only came near changing my whole life, but almost 
ended it, maybe I’d have turned around and run the 
other way. 

But—maybe not. Anyway, | didn’t. A local prob- 
ably would have had sense enough to stay out of it. 
But I’m not a New Yorker, I’m from Texas. And 
maybe Texans haven’t got much sense. Because we 
don’t stay out of it when a woman is attacked. We 
get into it real suddenly—and violently. 

Like I did. 

I'd made it Stateside from Korea a couple of weeks 
before—a free-man again, with an honorable dis- 
charge from the Air Force and more cash than I'd 
ever had in my life, almost a thousand bucks. I won 
the discharge by serving my time and doing my job. 
I won the money, period. And it had almost burned 
a hole in my new civvies. That, plus a free plane 
hop from the Coast, added up to why I was in New 
York. I had a yen to cure that burn. You know? 

It didn’t work out. Despite all I’d heard, New 
York wasn’t such a much. I don’t know what I ex- 
pected, but whatever it was, I didn’t find it. Even 
Harlem was a bust. And pop went the weasel. Mean- 
ing a dream of a magic big city where everything 
glittered and everybody had a ball. 


KISS OF FIRE 








Slowly I lowered my head, 

felt hot moist, widely-parted 

lips beneath mine, and then 

our mouths were fused as if 
by living fire. 










































That was the score after I’d been in 
wn three days. I took in some shows 
yptown, but I liked the Apollo, in Har- 
, better. I played a few flossy bars, 
in Harlem. Brushed a few slick 
hicks. And more unslick ones. Old 
tuff. Shopworn. Strictly on the make. 
for Mrs. Britt’s little boy. Best 
things I found were Jackie Robinson’s 
‘thing store, where I bought some 
arp drapes, and a joint on Seventh 
enue near the hotel where I was stay- 
g that served knocked-out chow. Like 
ed beans and rice, black-eyed peas and 
s and barbecue out of this world. 
By the end of the third day, I knew it 
as all a bust. And after I hit the sack 
hat night around midnight, I was sorry 
| hadn’t headed straight for E] Paso. My 
folks were expecting me. So was Alma. 
we could get married like we had 
unted to before I went into service. But 
e was seventeen and I| eighteen—too 
ung said our parents. So okay, now I 
s twenty-one. No longer a kid, no 


Air Police. Meaning I’d had been thor- 
oughly trained in every form of self de- 
fense—and vice versa. And was rock- 
hard, every inch of my six-foot, 190 
pound frame. 

When I stepped outdoors a light rain 
was falling. Or maybe just a heavy mist. 
I headed uptown along Seventh Avenue, 
wishing it was morning so | could grab 
myself a south bound plane. It was going 
to be real fine, getting home again. And 
even better when I held Alma in my arms 
again. I was glad now that | hadn’t 
played around with a lot of chicks since 
I left home, and especially not here, right 
before I was going home to my future 
wife. She was a clean, decent kid. And 
choice, too. We'd petted pretty heavy 
before I went into the Air Force. But 
we'd managed somehow to stay within 
bounds. But now— 

Thinking along those lines, I wished I 
could take off for Texas right then. But 
what I took off for was the corner just 
ahead—115th Street. Because a scream 


Tex knew that love sometimes makes people do strange 


out, and that so far, nobody else was in 
sight. I gave the girl a little shake. “Are 
you okay?” I asked. 

“I—I guess so,” she gasped faintly, 
still leaning heavily against me and 
breathing hard. 

“Then we'd better get moving,” I told 
her. “Do you live far?” 

She straightened up, stood on her own 
power and pointed east. “No—on this 
street, in the next block.” 

“All right, Pll walk you there,” I told 
her. “Come on.” 

She pulled back when I took her arm 
her eyes flicking at the two unmoving 
figures on the sidewalk at our feet. “Nol 
| don’t want to go home. They 
kill me!” 

“Not while I’m around,” I said grimly. 

“You don’t unnerstan’,” she protested 
desperately. “They will kil! both of us! 

“Then where do you want to go?” [ 
demanded impatiently, my glance whip 
ping around the mist-shrouded street. 

“Anywheres,” she exclaimed wildly, 


things but he never believe 


that in just 24 hours he would find someone to make him forget the girl back hom« 


mnger too young to marry the girl I 
ved. 
After I rolled and tossed for a while, 
| knew that the bed wasn’t for me. Not 
s all-of-a-sudden homesick as I was feel- 
| wondered why I’d by-passed home 
r this crummy big burg. That dough 
I'd won in that last minute game that 
prang up just before our transport ship 
locked in ’Frisco must have sure excited 
Made me think how great it would 
be to kick my boots out one last time 
efore | got married and settled down. 
Yeah. What old square boots? 
| got up and dressed. When I tossed 
key to the room clerk in the lobby, 
he glanced at the clock, which said one- 
fifteen, and grinned knowingly. “Going 
it for a bit of fresh—air?” he laughed, 
t meaning air. 
Could be,” I replied. 
Well, watch out for muggers, Mr. 
tt,” he advised. “There’s been a lot 
f that stuff going on lately.” 
Yeah,” I said. “Thanks for the tip.” 
jut the way I felt, sandy and out of sorts 
| mad at myself, I figured the muggers 
ter look out for me. Because I’d made 
four stripes as a staff sergeant in the 


jerked me out of my homesick mooning 
and there right under the corner street 
light I saw three guys tussling with a 
girl, trying to force her into a car. And 
I got going fast. 

As I skidded within range, these guys 
were too busy to notice my arrival. Be- 
cause this chick they had was fighting 
like a little wildcat. I chopped the near- 
est guy with the edge of my hand at the 
base of his skull. He slumped like a wet 
dish rag and slid down in the middle of 
the tangle. One of his buddies tripped 
over him, then, seeing me, broke loose 
and swung at me. I| stepped inside his 
swing and jolted him, left and right, in 
the belly, then as he bent over, I lifted a 
short uppercut that straightened him up. 
He staggered backwards a couple of 
steps then went down in a heap. Two 
down. 

The third guy had jumped into the 
car, yanking the girl after him. I grabbed 
her hand and pulled her out just as the 
heap zoomed off. I guess the motor had 
been running all the time. 

‘If I hadn’t held the girl, she’d have 
collapsed. A quick gander assured me 
the two guys on the pavement were still 


““Anywheres but around here!” 

That was my idea exactly, especiall 
since somewhere beyond the wall of mis 
which surrounded us a siren wailed 
Hearing it, the girl gave an inarticulate 
moan. I grabbed her hand and yanked 
her along as I headed for the other sid 
of the broad avenue. With those bird 
out cold on the sidewalk behind us, I 
wanted no contact with cops. Partic 
larly since I’d been worrying how bad 
I'd hurt the one I'd clipped from the rear, 
Because you can kill a guy real easy with 
that blow And I wished I had stayed 
in bed at the hotel. 

Just as we made it to the other side of 
Seventh Avenue, the siren growled again, 
this time sounding much nearer. The 
girl cried frantically, “Hurry! It’s the po- 
lice!” She could have saved her breath. 
I broke into a fast trot, with her hanging 
on my arm as we zizzed straight ahead 
down the shadowy side street. In mid- 
block a street light glowed faintly in the 
thickening fog. I figured if we could just 
get past it before the police car showed, 
we'd have a chance. But as we entered 
the area where its light filtered down, ! 
looked back to the corner and saw a cat 
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with a red blinker turning in the street 
we were on—a police car! 

Just ahead I saw an apartment build- 
ing, faint light seeping out through its 
heavy glass door. I ran to it, hoping it 
was not locked. My luck was in, for when 
| shoved, the door opened, and the girl 
and I piled in and hurried down the 





dark hall. It was in my mind to find 
the steps to the basement and either hide 
down there, or make it out the rear en- 
trance—if there happened to be an alley 
back of it. 

But in the darkness I stumbled over 
something, maybe a small garbage can, 
and made an awful racket. At once a 
door opened right in front of us. Framed 
in the light from inside, a fat woman 
peered out. Before I could say anything 
she wheezed, “You lookin’ for a room 


She 


here? If you are, come on in. I got a 
vacancy.” 

We almost knocked her down as we 
surged past her. “My, my!” she laughed 
as she shut the door, “You kids certny 
in a hurry, aintcha?” She giggled as she 
waddled through the dim-lit living room 
and into a dark hall. “This way,” she 





came up behind me, 


threw her arms around my 
waist and cried: “Come back. 
come back, please don’t 


leave me.’ 


called to us in a high pitched voice. 

We followed, with the girl kind of 
dragging back as though she had just 
realized what kind of house this was. I 
gave her arm a jerk and maybe she real- 
ized as I did, that this was no time to be 
choosey, for she came right on then. 

The woman opened a door at the end 
of the hall and snapped a switch. Dim 
rose-colored lights came on revealing a 
surprisingly well furnished bedroom. 
She waved toward an open door by the 


head of the big blond wood bed. “Pri- 
vate bathroom an’ a place for your 
duds,” she informed us. “It'll be five 
bucks, please,” she added, palm out- 
stretched. 

I paid her quickly. She grinned and 
backed out, wheezing with another of her 
coy giggles, “Now don’t you chillern do 
nothin’ I wouldn’t do!” 

I bolted the door and let out a deep 
breath. As I turned around, the girl’s 
eyes were narrowed warily. And when 
I moved from the door she shrank back 


and eyed me. 


STOPPED AND looked at her with a 

scowl. Her eyes were darting around 
the room like it was some kind of trap. 
And I wondered what ailed the silly 
chick anyway. Then I got it: She was 
afraid of me. That made me sore, under 
I reached back and 
“Feel better now?” 


the circumstances. 
unbolted the door. 
I asked curtly. 

“T guess I’m still scared,” she said in 
a trembly voice. “I’m—I’m sorry.” 

“You're sorry!” I exclaimed hotly. 
“Well kid, /’m sorry, too! Sorry I stuck 
my neck out for a witch like you!” 
Angrily I yanked the door open and 
stepped into the hall. 

“Wait!” she cried, running after me 
and grabbing my arm. “It is not safe for 
you to go on the streets now. Please— 
please don’t go!” By then I was boiling 
and I shoved her away and started down 
the hall, but she came up behind me and 
threw her arms around my waist, and 
sounding about to cry, said, “Come back, 
come back, please don’t leave me.” 

More to quiet her down than anything 
else, I stopped, pried her hands loose. 
“Lay off,” I whispered harshly. “Go 
back to the room and lock yourself in. 
Then you'll be safe from guys like me.” 

I started on down the dark hall, but 
the girl darted in front of me and flung 
her arms around my neck and clung to 
me so hard I knew I would have to hurt 
her to jar her off me this time. So | 
stooped and picked her up and stalked 
back into the room, with her still cling- 
ing to me like a leech. Even simmering 
as I was, I couldn’t help catching the 
exciting fragrance of her hair, or the 
even more exciting feel of her soft, 
warm curves. 

I kicked the door shut as we entered 
the room, still meaning to get gone the 
minute I could. Because I didn’t get her 
play at all: One (Continued on Page 56) 
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By Avery Williams 


The road to happiness was long, tedious and full of disappointments 


for lovely singer Lena Horne. Only after she had met and married 
musical director Lennie Hayton did she find the romantic love she had 
always yearned for—plus the father affection she missed in her childhood. 


HOSE WHO PERSONALLY KNOW the great 

and glamorous Lena Horne agree that two quali- 
ties distinguish her as a human being: compas- 
sion for the underdog, and a great capacity for love. 
Love, she once told an interviewer, is to her the 
cornerstone of life, the pursuit and achievement of 
which transcends everything else in importance. 

All her life the girl from Brooklyn, who started 
humbly and rose to the top bracket of show business, 
earning $10,000 a week, has needed love and 
yearned to be loved. It has been a basic ingredient 
in her character ever since she was small. And this 
vast urge for love has led Lena into fascinating ad- 
ventures and extraordinary experiences in several 
countries. 

Lena has been generous in giving of her great 
fund of affection, but she has always been acutely 
selective both in her choice of a mate and in de- 
ciding where and when to bestow her love. 

Lena Horne’s love-giving history might be di- 
vided into five phases, each of which spells out a 
different kind of love, and hence a different manner 
of expressing it. First comes Lena, the woman, an 
intensely feminine female who is proud of her sex 
and fights for its rights. Then there is Lena the 
wife, who believes no woman’s life is normal or 
complete without a mate who can inspire in her re- 
spect and deep love. Lena, the mother, cherishes her 
children as her greatest individual achievements, 
and will go to any length, even death, to protect 
them and assure them a happy future. Lena Horne, 
the citizen, loves her country with a passionate con- 
viction that comes from an understanding of its past 
and the importance of her people—Negroes—to its 
culture and development. 

The love life of Lena Horne must be considered 
as a many sided phenomenon; properly presented, 
it reads like a five-part serial. The fifth form of love 
that Lena displays is purely professional, and is that 
strong feeling she has for practically all of her 
audiences. Her humanism teaches her to love people 
until they have wronged or disillusioned her. When 
she steps out on a stage to sing she begins witkpa 
warm feeling for her audience, which she wants to 
please and entertain. So this fifth phase of the Lena 


Horne personality—that of the artist—is extremely 
important in understanding what makes her tick. 

The Horne style of singing love songs has a pecu- 
liarly-intimate message. A profile published by 
Liberty Magazine once described her voice as one 
“that makes the ‘I-love-you’ songs sound as though 
she really means you.” This is not a press agent’s 
blurb. It is an accurate description of the impact 
Lena’s love songs have on audiences in America and 
Europe. The explanation for the vividness with 
which she brings to life banal lyrics of romantic 
ballads is to be found in the personal makeup of 
the performer who has been called the most beau- 
tiful Negro woman in the world. The clue to the 
realism with which she invests her love songs is in 
her ceaseless search for love in her own life. 

She is the only child of a broken marriage. When 
her father, the colorful Teddy Horne, separated from 
her mother, Lena became totally dependent on her 
mother for guidance and love. Reared largely by her 
mother in Brooklyn, she learned to rely on her 
judgment and probably to feel closer to her. Lena’s 
great natural beauty began to show itself at an early 
age and when she was a high school freshman the 
boys at school singled her out as an exceptional 
beauty. Her mother was aware of her daughter’s 
beauty and realized that this might create some prob- 
lems before she was ready to face them. 

Lena was firmly encouraged by her mother to 
study hard, be courteous to strangers, and to polite- 
ly reject the advances of strange men. Her mother 
took a close personal interest in her daughter’s wel- 
fare, 1pproving all of her dates, and supervising her 
social life with a gimlet eye. The result was that 
Lena was one of the best-behaved girls in her sec- 
tion of Brooklyn. 

When the time came for Lena’s surging desire for 
a theatrical career to find expression, her mother 
was by her side, watching, advising and reproving 
her when she felt she was wrong. Right up to her 
employment as a chorus girl in the old Cotton Club 
in Harlem, Lena was chaperoned by her mother. 
There was little time or opportunity for romance, 
open or clandestine. 

Her early adolescent training under a strict 
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er was excellent preparation for the 
business career which she elected 
llow. She was different from the 
r girls in the chorus. Always charm- 
ind friendly, she showed no interest 
fast night life to which she was 
ed. Clarence Robinson and Elida 
saw promise in this beautiful, but 

ly awkward, youngster, and under- 
» give her special dancing instruc- 
They staged the Cotton Club pro- 
numbers and gave the young 
Horne some special attention. She 
fresh and freckled-face then. She 
has her freckles but today is a 
sophisticated and experienced 
She is dedicated to her two chil- 
and passionately attached to her 


Lena never got the theater out of her 
system. She had practically grown up 
in show business and nourished dreams 
of greater success as an individual per- 
former. She wanted love very much, and 
when the children, Gail and Teddy, were 
born, she was indescribably happy. A 
great dream of her life had been ful- 
filled: she had become a mother. Now 
she could pour out some of that growing 
fund of love that was stored within her. 
She was affectionate to her husband, but 
observers noted that her feeling for her 
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Despite his success as a movieland musical 


director, Lennie Hayton was a troubled, rather 


lonely man before he met Lena. 














mediate mutual attraction. Friends of 


pu 


er first marriage began to crumble 


and, Lennie Hayton. 
think I’m a very lucky woman,’ 
1id recently. “I am truly happy and 

rare today.” Happiness wasn’t 
for her to find. She had to experi- 


? 


t and make mistakes along the way. 


mportant thing is that she found 
she was seeking. 


tween the time she became a Cotton 


dancer in 1934 and her marriage 
nuis Jones in 1937 there were in- 


erable dates but no really serious re- 
nships. During most of her Cotton 


career she lived in her mother’s 
and cheerfully accepted her disci- 
She showed an interest in the do- 
arts and frequently expressed an 


est in marriage and children. 


1en she met Louis Jones there was 


yuple were convinced that it was a 
»f strong reciprocal love. Jones, a 


rous, fun-loving, resourceful man, 
ealed strongly to Lena. She wanted 
un to love and respect, a husband 
could provide her with children and 
ome she dearly loved. Jones him- 


aid recently that he loved Lena very 


, and felt she loved him too. 
r several years they lived together 
yparent idyllic happiness. They had 


as all lovers do at first, but nothing 


Jones and she differed on the con- 
ion of her show business career. 


narrow Street. 
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The charms of Paris in 


the spring catch Lena and Lennie as they stroll along a quiet, 
They were married in romantic secrecy there in 1947, vowing over 





children was much more powerful. 

Her love for show business, far from 
diminishing, grew stronger. She refused 
to abandon her career to become a house- 
wife. On that issue she and her husband 
began to have differences. When she de- 
termined to continue as an entertainer 
and to develop her talents, the die was 
cast. The marriage to Louis Jones began 
to fall apart at the seams. 

“Lena made an ideal wife for a good 
while,” says Jones. “But one day the 
lure of show business got the best of her 
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champagne toasts that the union would be for keeps. 
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and she was off to the footlights again. 
She was never the same person to me 
again.” 

This statement might indicate that 
there was a deep conflict between Lena’s 


‘love for her family and her aspirations 


as an artist, and that this dilemma was 
resolved by acceptance of the latter 
course. However, Lena continued to love 
her children despit#the widening gap 
between herself and her husband. 

The demands of Lena’s career proved 
too much for the sagging marriage and 
the couple separated. There was no re- 
conciliation. Lena’s professional growth 
was all upward. The divorce became 
final in 1944 and according to the terms 
agreed on, she received custody of the 
daughter, while Jones was granted cus- 
tody of the son. Whatever bitterness 
Jones may have felt at the time of the 
marriage’s dissolution soon disappeared. 
Since then he has said many compli- 
mentary things about his former wife. 

Jones still feels that their marriage 
was destroyed by Lena’s fervent desire 
for a singing career. But for that he 
feels they would be living together still. 
“I have nothing but great respect for 
Lena,” Jones told a reporter in Los An- 
geles recently. “In my book she is a fine 
woman and always has been. I have no 
ill feelings toward her for what hap- 
pened to our marriage, nor do I feel 
jealous about the success she has had as 
an entertainer. I’m proud to know that 
she has gone on to become one of the 
finest performers in her field in the 
world. I wish for her success and hap- 
piness always.” 

After Lena’s first marriage crumpled 
she never stopped hoping for a mate who 
would satisfy her emotional needs and 
help her to live a happy and creative life. 

For a while her name was linked ro- 
mantically with Charlie Barnett, the 
bandleader, for whom she worked briefly 
as a vocalist. Lena refused to discuss 
her non-business relationship with Bar- 
nett other than to issue the usual clichés 
about merely being “good friends.” 
However deep their friendship may have 
been, they eventually went their separate 
ways. 

Her first major production after the 
failure of her marriage to Louis Jones 
was in Lew Leslie’s 1939 Broadway edi- 
tion of his Blackbirds. Until then she 
had been billed as a single under the 
name of Helena Horne. 

Romance on the grand scale still 





A televised ball game holds the interest of Lena’s ex-husband, Louis Jones, and their 
handsome son, Teddy, who lives with father in Los Angeles. Once a Cleveland Indians’ 
public relations man, Jones blames Lena’s love of her career for their marriage breakup. 


eluded her, though she secretly wished 
for a man to come along who was ex- 
citing and magnetic enough to knock her 
off her feet. 


HEN SHE WENT TO HOLLY- 
wood in 1942 and started build- 
ing toward her present fabulous success, 


| / 





. 
she began to act like a legally-separated 
woman who wanted to enjoy life and did 
not despair of a second successful mar- 
riage. She seemed happier than she had 
been in years, and was seen around the 
movie colony in the company of some 
pretty glamorous men. One of her fa- 
vorite escorts (Continued on Page 68 ) 





Casually dressed, Lena and Lennie (r.) have fun at a small party with English comedi- 
enne Bea Lillie, who is Lady Peel in private life. During their courtship and throughout 
their marriage, the Haytons have avoided the headline-breeding parties personal publicity. 
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He kissed me as though 
he contdn’t tet me go 
—<deep, thrilling kiss- 
es that filled me with 
longing. 
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OMETIMES IT’S the easiest thing in 
the world to talk yourself into think- 
ing that what you are doing at the time 
is the right thing, the only decision that 
you could have made. I didn’t know that 
when I listened to Bill, when I let myself 
believe. that his way was the only way 
for us. I was to learn later—later after 
I’d known the bitterest heartache and 
hurt that a girl can know. 

I met Bill at a cocktail party. I was 
living in a girls’ club at the time and I 
had been in Chicago only a few months. 
I didn’t know too many people, so a girls’ 
club was really an ideal place in which 
to live. And I was lucky to have gotten 
a sweet roommate—and a popular and 
generous one as well. She was always 
getting blind dates for me even though I 
couldn’t get too interested in any of 
them. But I knew that I had to keep 
going out, that it would be the only way 
I could forget Jeffrey. 

I’d been terribly hurt back home and 
that was why I had left. Home was a 
small town north of Chicago of about 
10,000 people. I wasn’t a beauty or any- 
thing like that but I never lacked dates 
and then I met Jeffrey in my sophomore 
year. He had tranferred to the high 


| school from a nearby town. 


Maybe you don’t fall in love when 
you’re only fifteen, but you can like a 
boy very much and when you go steady 
with him for two and a half years, the 
liking can change into love. It did with 


| Jeffrey and me, only of course we were 


both too young to think of marriage. 





that if she gave in to him now, he’d see things her way later on. 


“We'll wait two years, hon,” Jeffrey 
said on our graduation night. “I’ve got 
a job lined up with the Johnson Tractor 
Company and it pays swell money. It 
won’t take long to save a little nest egg.” 
He grinned. “Then we'll find ourselves a 
little nest, okay?” 

Okay? I thought it was wonderful. 
What was two years of waiting? Jeffrey 
commuted to a nearby town for his job 
and evenings he was home and we saw 
each other as often as we could. I had 
a job too and every week’! set aside a 
little money toward our wedding. So two 
years went by, two happy years, two 
years in which I felt secure, loved—and 
looked forward to a lifetime of happiness 
with Jeffrey. 

That’s why what happened came as 
such a cruel joke—that’s why it hurt so 
terribly and I felt that I could never 
believe in a man again. Jeffrey eloped 
with a girl he’d known for only a month 
and he didn’t even have the decency to 
tell me personally. He had to write me 
a note! 

Maybe it was the coward’s way to 
leave, but I couldn’t stand to see the pity 
in the eyes of my friends, for, of course, 
they all knew I had been jilted. I didn’t 
know anyone in Chicago but I wanted a 
large city to go to. It seemed wonderful 
to me that no one would know me there, 
no one would pity me. 

I told my parents in a choked voice 
what I planned to do. “I’ve got to get 
away,” I told them brokenly. “It'll be the 
best way to forget.” 







Right from the start, Bill had told her that he was not the marrying kind, yet Julie believed 


Mom wasn’t too sure that was the right 
thing for me to do. “A young girl in a 
strange city, no friends, nobody to turn 
to,” she said tearfully. “It would be so 
easy to be lonely, darling, so easy to get 
confused. You might meet the wrong 
kind of people, the wrong kind of man 

. not that I don’t trust you, darling. 
I know you're a daughter to be proud of 
and you certainly know right from 
wrong. But loneliness and hurt do funny 
things to people sometimes. And you’re 
badly hurt, Julie.” 

I tried to smile. “You don’t have to 
worry about me, Mom. What in the 
world could happen? As for men—I 
won’t be falling in love for a long time, 
Mom ... if I ever do,” I finished half 
bitterly. 

Dad patted me on the shoulder then. 
“There, there,” he said, “none of that. 
You’re so young, honey. In a very short 
time this will all seem like a dream that 
happened a long time ago. Believe me, 
honey, it won’t even be important. We 
do trust you, Julie. Your mother just 
hates to see you go. I hate to see you 
go, too, but I understand the way you’re 
feeling and why you want a change. And 
sometimes a change is the best thing 
for a person.” 

That’s how sweet they were. That’s 
how sure we all were that I could be 
trusted, that what they had taught me 
would stand me in any crisis. But how 
could I know that I was to meet Bill 
Sullivan, that he would sweep me off my 
feet completely (Continued on Page 59) 
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German girl, who wed Indianapolis ‘businesmmen afte 


torrid mail-order courtship, says she fled bedroom when a 
she objected to ways her husband wanted to make love, — 


% 


Lilo found hatchet under husband’s 
ow, he said it was protection against 
slars. Later, she says, she found gun. 





4 I SUPPOSE THAT every girl dreams, 


at some time or another, of a hand- 


® some and dashing Prince Charming who 


| will sweep her off her feet and take her 
away as his bride. I know that I did, 
' but what started out as a_ beautiful 
dream turned into a horrible nightmare 
| which I can still see almost every time 
I close my eyes. 
Unlike most girls, I had my pick of 
over 4,000 men, but I made a bad 
hoice. The man I married was not only 
of another race and old enough to be 
my father, but he had peculiar and 
pabnormal ways of making love and 


BY LILO FERGUSON 


wanted me to adopt them, too. This I 
couldn’t do, so today we are divorced 
and I am seeking to start a new life in 
a strange land. 

I found out later that two of my hus- 
band’s previous wives were sisters and 
that both had charged him in their 
divorce petitions with “peculiar bed- 
room mannerisms.” 

The newspapers headlined the story 
when I came to America from my 
native Germany to become the bride of 
Denver Ferguson, Indianapolis business- 
man, after a torrid, long-distance, mail- 


order courtship. They also carried 
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Newspapers headlined story when Ferguson charged that Lilo 
tricked him into marriage, but she filed counter suit for $50,000, 
accusing him of having unusual bedroom mannerisms. 





stories about our brief but stormy mar- 
ried life together and of our eventual 
break-up, but the real story of the inci- 
dents, humiliations and embarrassments 
until now. 
which led to it never has been published 

Maybe by telling my story in TAN, I 
can save some other foreign girl from 
a similar fate. They say that a burned 
child dreads the fire. I not only dread 
it, but I would certainly hate to see 
anyone else get burned if I can do any- 
thing to prevent it. 

I guess the books are right when they 
say that a girl should always marry for 


Ferguson sits at bar of his night club and reflects upon turn of 
events since he brought German girl to United States to be his 
bride. While case was pending, he paid her $65 a week. 
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enhearted when dream marriage turned into a nightmare, Lilo sobs convulsively as she is forced to face future alone in a strange 
land. Ex-secretary had little opportunity to make friends, found accent a barrier to finding permanent employment. 


love, because after you’re sure that it’s love, real love—you 
can start thinking of all the other things a girl wants. A 
home, money in the bank for a rainy day and good times. 
That’s where I made my mistake and I have nobody to blame 
but myself. I put security first and wound up with nothing 
but bitter memories. 

It all began back in 1950 when a girl friend and I saw in 
LIFE magazine a letter written by a German girl offering 
herself in marriage. More as a joke than anything else, we 
decided to write a similar letter to EBony, which we had 
seen several times. We also sent photographs, although | 
will admit that the one I sent was of another girl. I was 
doing secretarial work for the U. S. Air Force in Germany 
and | was afraid that if I sent my own picture, I might 
possibly lose my job. 

The other girl, Friedel Schneider, an actress, and I said in 
that letter: “Perhaps it sounds strange that we should say 
that we want to meet Negroes. We have met many different 
Americans and found out that Negroes have much more 
heart, more sense of human beings. We had many talks 
about the problems of your race and got the opinion that 
color means nothing. Only personality counts. 

“There is little future for us in Germany, even in Europe. 
It is very hard for a girl to make a living here. So many 
people are jobless. We are young and hoping for a better 
future. Our desire is to get married, to build a family, to 
rear children and be a good housewife and companion. 

' F “Both of us were engaged during the war to German offi- 
ying all of Ser personal belongings and Sister memories, cers who were killed ny rg Often we had chances to get 


rves Ferguson home for the last time. Within a few days, : 
she had opened a public stenographer’s office. married, but we never could find what we wanted. Perhaps 
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Instead of being the romantic lover his letters pictured him to be, husband spent wedding 
night alone in hotel while she stayed with friends. 


you can help us find the right husbands . . .” 

“Do you think anyone will answer our letter, Friedel?” 
I asked anxiously. 

“Of course, silly,” she replied. “Unless I miss my guess, 
we'll get more replies than we will be able to handle. They 
tell me that many Negro men actually prefer women of other 
races and that they are experts when it comes to the business 
of making love.” 

We didn’t tell any of the other girls what we had done 
because if our little plan didn’t work, we knew we would be 
laughed at, so we just kept our fingers crossed, sat back and 
waited to see what would happen. 

The responses that we received were overwhelming. I, 
myself, received over 4,000 letters and among them was one 
from Denver Ferguson, who described himself as a wealthy 
Indianapolis businessman. The letters came not only from 
America, but from Brazil, China—everywhere. I don’t know 
why I was more impressed with Ferguson’s letter than with 
any of the others, unless it was the fact that, in addition to 
the security he offered me, he seemed to be more sincere and, 
as you Americans say, handed me a smoother line. 

Ferguson was one of the first who wrote to me and in the 
two years that we corresponded, he wrote me at least 500 
letters, for all of which, I was to find later, he kept carbon 
copies. During the course of the correspondence, I sent him 
several pictures of myself, including one full-length showing 
me in a bathing suit. 

That’s why I can’t understand his saying later that I mis- 
represented myself in sending the photo of another girl to 
Ebony. He certainly knew what I looked like because he 
had one of my photographs enlarged. As our correspond- 
ence grew more serious, Ferguson began sending me money. 

He told me that he was 44 years old, so you can imagine 
my surprise when I met him and found out that he was old 
enough to be my father. He is every bit of 60 and acts like 
a man 80, yet in his letters, he gave me every indication of 
having young ideas. 

In one letter he wrote: “I’m just ripe for love and ready 
for you now. Until we marry, I shall live always for you,” 
yet I was to find out later that at the same time he was 
making torrid love to me via trans-Atlantic mail, he was 
writing to any number of other women right here in the 
States. 

But these were things that I could not possibly know from 
such a distance away. The only thing that I knew was that 
here was a man who said he could give me love and security 
and I could hardly wait for the day when we could meet 
face to face. 

The days just seemed to drag along. Each night, I would 
curl up in bed and read and re-read Ferguson’s letters, then 
I'd pinch myself to make sure that I wasn’t dreaming. I 
had heard so much about the United States from the soldiers 
I'd met. I wanted so much to get to this land of opportunity 
so that I, too, could enjoy some of its many advantages. 

“Don’t you think that you are taking a mighty risky 
gamble?” one of the girls in the office said to me, “going 





to a strange country to meet a strange man, and leaving 
all of your old friends behind? What if he doesn’t show up 
or what if he doesn’t like your looks after he sees you? 
Maybe you won't like his either.” 

But my mind was made up and nothing was going to stand 
in my way, not even the seemingly endless blanks and other 
forms that had to be filled out and sworn to before I could 
get my travel visa. 

After all of the red tape standing in the way of my coming 
to the United States had been cut, I was finally on my way 
to meet my future husband. I was so thrilled at seeing the 
Statue of Liberty about which I had heard so much, that I 
guess I was too nervous to pay too much attention to what 
happened when we finally met et the pier in New York that 
March day in 1952. 

I do remember this, however, Ferguson recognized me 
immediately. He had written telling me that I would recog- 
nize him by the white hat he would be wearing. He was 
accompanied by a friend, Dr. Ted Cable, formerly of Indi- 
anapolis but now living in New York City. “Denver,” was 
all that I was able to say excitedly, for before I could close 
my mouth he said: “My leg is bothering me.” 

I thought immediately that this was certainly a far cry 
from the stories I’d read about the first meeting of two 
people in love. Ferguson didn’t embrace me, kiss me or 
even shake hands with me. He had told me that he had 
suffered a heart attack about seven years previously, but had 
led me to believe that he now was in good health. Here I was 
in a strange country with a man who gave every indica- 


tion of being an invalid. (Continued on Page 49) 





With her lawyers, Lilo maps plans for counter divorce suit 
against Ferguson. Case dragged through courts for year and she 
finally agreed to settle last fall for $7,000. 
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suse she had let Tim go all the way 


one time, he wanted to make a habit 


so Beth, her eyes on marriage, de- 


ided that it was time for a change. 


S ARMS WENT around me hungrily and his voice 
ull of pleading as he said, “How much longer are 
1g to send me home wanting you like this?” And 
ugh | tried to turn my face away from his kisses, 
in’t let me go. 

lim!” I whispered achingly, “don’t make it so 
me to say no. You know I love you but I—” 
eleased me. His eyes grew hard and there was 

expression on his face as he said, “It’s all wrong 
wait to be married. Do you realize that three 
the date was set? Now—” his voice trailed off 

“we don’t even talk about it any more.” 

w, darling,” I replied, holding his hand in mine. 
1't leave Mom. I can’t put her in a home either. 

is me, Tim!” 

villing to have her live with us, Beth. I’ve told 
before,” Tim said impatiently. “At least we’d be 
We'd be married and—” 

k my head sadly. “No, Tim. That wouldn’t work. 
m’s been in a wheel chair she isn’t easy to get 

I’m used to her bossing me around and get- 

emper if things don’t go right. But you couldn’t 
ind I wouldn’t want you to try.” 

e’d gone home, | sat in the living room and 

\iserably, “The years are slipping away from us. 
h longer will we have to wait?” 

)'t seem possible that three years ago Tim and I 
so happy. He wasn’t making much money work- 
e of the big estates in Rosedale, but we could 
aged to get along. We were young and in love 

ig is possible then. But after Mom fell down- 


fa 


the doctor said she’d never walk again, Tim and 





“Pm erazy about you. I can't 
be.with you and not want all 
of you, Beth.” 


I had to put aside our plans and forget our dreams. As 
long as Mom lived, I’d have to take care of her. 

Tim and I had been marking time ever since. It wasn’t 
easy for either of us. Sometimes when he held me close 
and covered my face with kisses, | wanted to forget every- 
thing else in the world and let him love me the way he 
wanted to. It was hard not to give in. 

There were other problems too. Mom had always been 
an active, impatient person. Now that she was confined 
to her bedroom, she resented every minute of it. She was 
often a difficult patient and while I loved her dearly, I 
couldn’t help thinking how little she appreciated what | 
tried to do for her. The days were very long for me. The 
only thing I had to look forward to were the nights when 
Tim came over. 

Now I began to wonder if I was going to lose him. And 
when he called to break two dates with me during that 
next week, I felt sure that he had reached the end of 
his rope. 

But one night I heard his car drive up and stop. As 
soon as | opened the door he reached out for me and 
drew me close. “Beth,” he whispered raggedly, “I couldn’t 
stay away any longer. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” 

We went in the living room and sat down together on 
the sofa. I was so glad to be in his arms again. | didn’t 
pull away when he kissed me over and over. I just wanted 
to be near him. 

He reached out toward the lamp and turned it off. In 
the darkness I felt his hands against my bare skin. I knew 
I ought to stop him then. I had always been able to before. 
But that night I didn’t think about anything except how 
terribly I loved him. I didn’t care what happened to me. 

Later, he dried my tears and kissed me tenderly. “Don’t 
be sorry, darling,” he whispered. “We’re only human 
after all. | love you more than ever now.” 

I believed him. I tried to tell myself that it happened 
to lots of engaged couples. Tim and I| really cared for 
each other and some day we’d be married. That would 
make it right. 

But later on, alone in my goom, I covered my burning 
face with my hands. Now that Tim wasn’t there to reassure 
me, I began to realize what I (Continued on Page 65) 
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hat makes a divorced woman suddenly decide that she wants her husband back? Edith 


uld never know the answer because the shrill ringing of the telephone upset her plans, 


HEN DAVID AND I came to the parting of the ways 
and agreed to disagree in a divorce court, upsetting 
What everyone believed to be an ideal marriage, I had a 
festgned simile on my face. But | had made up my mind 
that the minute David walked out of the door and out of my 
lites? would go upstairs to the pretty little bedroom we had 
Shared together. open the top dresser drawer. take out the 
little silver pocket knife which we always kept in the dresser. 
hat s how broken-hearted | was over the break-up of our 
Mariage and how convinced | was that. without him, my 
life would be meaningless. 

Where wasn t any phony melodrama about my decision and 
sete) wavering of the courage it takes to deliberately do away 
Mat onesell. The only thing that kept me from carrying 
tireueh my purpose was that the knife wasn’t exactly in the 
Spotim the drawer where | had believed it to be—and before 
Pfound it —! came across one of David's old love-letters.‘one 
fenad written me two years after we were married while he 
Was out of town on a business trip. 

Maybe it Was because | was in a confused state of mind. 
Maybe it was because. having determined to kill myself, I 
Wasa cinen for any one tiny shred of hope which might indi- 
ate a reconciliation with the husband I'd loved and lost. 
Whatever the reason. David's letter made me come to a de- 
Giston: that if | fought hard enough. barring no holds, I could 
Bepwvavid back. | made this decision even though I knew, 
from fis own lips. that there was someone else in his life, 
Someone who had replaced me in his affections. 

Making that decision served one worthwhile purpose. | 
Abandoned my cowardly idea of suicide. But that was the 
Omly good thing about it. In fact. there have been times 
When) realized | might have been better off dead than guilty 
Othe terrible wrongs | committed in an abortive effort to 
Betwavid back. Actually. even though | tried desperately to 
Huretne woman who had taken David from me. I ended up 
Gomme tremendous harm to myself and aggravating my grief 
at losing out in marriage. 

My plan Was very simple and very vicious. I would not 


Contest the divorce. Fighting David would only increase his 
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bitterness toward me. From what he had said about the 


woman he now loved. | was certain that he would marry he: 
as soon as possible after the decree was granted. There was 
nothing I could do to prevent that. But what I would do, | 
decided. was to wait my turn, play a cool hand and outsmart 
my rival. In the long run. | was certain. | would get Davir 
back. 

Sitting by the bedroom window. looking out over the neat 
orderliness of our back yard. | reached back in my mind for 
memories of our romance. For. only by remembering in as 
much detail as possible. could | sum up the mistakes I hae 
made. analyze the ways I had failed David. With this know! 
edge. it would be easier to win the difficult campaign t 
which | had set myself. 

My biggest mistake. | know. was made early in David's 
courtship of me. It was my determination to do what many 
women have attempted unsuccessfully—to change their mer 
into what they want them to be. 

How clearly | remember resolving to change David. For 
the first time I met him. I was almost terrified by his serious 
mature ideas and his driving ambition to get ahead. Not that 
[ didnt recognize these qualities as admirable ones. But t 
me. it seemed absurd that anyone as good-looking and as 
youthful as David should look upon life as some sort of te: 
ribly intense race in which one had to keep on one’s toes 
twenty-four hours a day. seven days a week. 

I discovered David's ideas about slaving to make a name 
for himself minutes after I'd been introduced to him. David 
was one of the editors for the Thompson Publishing Company 
which produced five of America’s leading Negro magazines 

Dad and Mr. Thompson had been schoolmates. Every yea 
the company celebrated its anniversary with a fabulous part) 
which captured the headlines of the social season. Outstand 
ing clergymen rubbed shoulders with foreign ministers 
Doctors, lawyers. social leaders and business tycoons wert 
as common in the glittering gatherings as dowagers at the 
Met. I'd always wanted to be a guest at one of these parties 
so this particular year I talked Dad into getting an extr: 


invite and taking me. 
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“You're a devil.” he said. “I 
resent you because I can’t re- 
sist you and I don’t want a 
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Finding David’s second wife an innocent young thing, Edith 
laid careful plans to win him back but what she hadn’t reck- 
oned with was a visit from the stork. 


ertainly wasn’t man-hunting that 
ning. In fact, I was right in the midst 
fairly satisfactory affair with Jerry 
dwin. It wasn’t exactly a burning 
ance, but we were an ideal couple 
everyone assumed that when we got 
ind to it some day, we’d get married. 
was having myself a country ball, 
ng face to face with personalities 
e pictures I’d often seen in news- 
upers and magazines and celebrities 
se names were magic throughout 
rica. Dad, who’s never been any- 

s but a perfectly adorable show-off, 

s getting his kicks demonstrating to 
how many important people he knew 
ately. He was being real casual with 
twenty-two years of growth, introduc- 
ne around on all sides as his “little 

laughter.” 

leeting all the big-shots was splendid. 
after the first forty-five minutes, I 
zed that I was doing very little par- 
iting in the serious attention many 
were giving to the plentiful supplies 
scotch and bourbon and the great 


trays of delicious-appearing food delica- 
cies. Dad had always had a habit of 
getting sufficiently high on nothing but 
his own conversation. So I decided to 
ditch him for a little while and make it 
on my own—in the direction of the 
free food and drink. 

It was while I was waiting impatiently 
for one of the bartenders to get my Scotch 
and soda together that I noticed the 
young man propped up on one elbow 
against the extreme end of the impro- 
vised bar. He was something to notice 
—especially since he had emptied three 
king-sized bourbons into his belly during 
the time I was toe-tapping for my one 
requested drink. More infuriating, he 
was getting conversation with his drinks 
from the very bartender who seemed to 
have been born with the mission of 
ignoring me. 

There is nothing that burns me up 
quicker than being ignored. It makes me 
very determined. So I set out for the 
root of the problem. Squeezing my way 
through the milling bar-beseigers, | man- 


aged to get very close to the lucky young 
man who had consumed three drinks te 
my one. 

“Look, mister,” I pleaded. “I don’t 
know your name but I sure approve of 
your technique.” 

The young man turned and gazed a 
me precisely as if I had been some ne 
type of annoying insect. 

I hastened to lay my case, hoping I 
wouldn’t get swatted before I finished. 

“T’ve been waiting about a half hour 
in this crowd, hoping one of the bar- 
tenders would remember that they didn’t 
exempt women when they repealed Pro- 
hibition,” I pointed out pitifully. 

The try-not-to-look-annoyed expres- 
sion on the young man’s face disap- 
peared. He threw back his head and 
laughed heartily. It was a very handsome 
head. 

But more handsome, the young man 
snapped his fingers and the bartender 
came flying. 

“Give this young lady a drink please, 
Jimmy,” the young man said. 

In about thirty seconds I had the 
drink. I was grateful. I thought it only 
decent to offer to introduce myself. 

“I’m Edith Simpson,” I told my bene- 
factor. 

“Pleased,” the young man said tersely. 
Then he turned back to the bar, evidently 
preparing to resume his discussion with 
the bartender. 

I was annoyed at his discourtesy. | 
poked him in the ribs. 

“Who are you?” I demanded. 

He turned back around and looked at 
me—a long, appraising look. He picked 
up his glass, shifted position and took 
my arm, escorting me away from the 
crowded bar over to a quieter spot. 

“I’m David Adams,” he said at last. 
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. I’m 
just bored, you see. This clambake is the | 
last word in nonsense. I really ought to 
be home working, but when you're a 
slave... .” 

‘Whose slave are you?” I interrupted. 
“I assume you're either a professional 
man, a promising artist, a junior execu- 
tive or something of the sort. This place 
is crawling with the elite.” 

“T am not no elite,” David answered 
with much more heat than grammar. | 
“The only reason I’m here is ’cause I | 
have to be here. When the old man gives 
one of his shindigs, the whole staff turns 
out. Not that they have to and not that 
most of them (Continued on Page 71) 
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Season For 


Good Cheer 


7 ITH THE COMING of Christmas. the 

air of gaiety preceding the arrival of 

Old St. Nick seems to have captured the 

whole country. Old and young alike have 

begun their Christmas shopping with many 

seeking secret hiding places for some spe- 

cial gift. There is something about the sea- 

son that stimulates the friendship and good 
will. 

Although Christmas is basically for chil- 
dren. grownups have just as much fun mak+ 
ing ready for it. In keeping with today’s 
trend toward “do-it-yourself,” it’s fun to 
let the children help with the decorations. 
One of the newest wrinkles is using soap- 


suds for painting wreaths and trees. 
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FASHION 


Occasion 


VEATER AND KNIT outfits have been gain- 

ng prominence in the fashion spotlight in 
ast few years. Whether hand-made or ma- 
e-knit, the styles are clever, smartly designed 

1 made to flatter the average female figure. 

e is a wide variety in all of the new shades 
nd they come in all price ranges. 

Chis season’s knits offer new and unusual fea- 
with gay appliqued motifs in felt, satin and 
other materials. Sequins and jewels are 

1 on many of the cardigan-type sets. Even 
gh fashion advocates the flat-chested look 
season, college and career girls will be show- 
ff smartly knitted attire with the same 
ves’ as last year. 


hyr cardigan has long sleeves, sequin 
hinestone bows on front, comes in 
and pastel. By Weber Knitwear. 


Eye-catching navy blue outfit has appliqued red tear drops, 
huge red rose on skirt. Called “My love is like a red, red 
rose,” it is hand-knit, by Suse of California. 





Attractive long-sleeved coral wool knit sweater has a scoop “Triangle” comes in brown with black and beige diamond- 
neckline, and 7-button front detail. Sleeves look smart when 


shaped felt squares. Warm as well as attractive, it buttons 
worn “pushed-up.” By Weber Knitwear of New York. down the front and is hand-knit by Suse of California. 


Living up to its name of “Gem,” is this stunning navy blue outfit which is 
dressy for theater or cocktail. The sweater and matching wool skirt have 
light blue felt and rhinestone appliques. By Suse of California. 


we, be S 


Pink sweater and matching skiit, are highlighted 
by white felt butterflies. Scooped neck, short 
sleeves lend festive air. By Suse. 
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BEAUTY 





Lips More 
Inviting 


AUSE THE MOUTH tells a com- 
lete story of a woman’s emotions, 
the quickest ways to arouse a 
nterest is with lips that are invit- 
look at, and this means clean, 
teeth and a beautiful smile. 
exercises will help keep the lips 
le and tone up the facial muscles 
yper brushing of the teeth with a 
lentifrice should become a fixed, 
xeals beauty habit. 
mooth, unlined, flexible lips, with 
il-looking, upturned corners, grin 
then let the lips close softly and 
lly. Repeat the exercise, smiling 
This exercise is especially good 
mouth tends to turn down at the 


tick probably accents a beautiful 
re than any other beauty item. By 
use of a lipstick brush, the mouth 








made to appear larger or smaller, 
r narrower. 





ent or soften expression lines on 
f face, puff cheeks to full capacity, 
n blow as if playing a trumpet. 





Viake Your 


sion of selfishness or stubbornness. Break 
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To make the mouth look happy, choose the right shade of lipstick and apply it evenly 

and smoothly. With the use of a lipstick brush, it is easy to get clean, arched curves 
which will make the mouth inviting, do much to arouse the male interest. 





495 


: *. a 
Habit of sucking in lower lip gives impres- Always have more than one shade of lip- 


stick to prevent color clashes. Creamy lip- 


habit by pretending to blow bubbles. sticks are easier to apply, give young look. 
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A short hairdo that is easy to manage is 
Large, loose curls are swept upward over the forehead, achieving the natural look. 
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Back view shows soft waves » shat blend up 
from the sides to give the head a neat 
shape. 





softly tinted in subtle light brown tones. 


Side view shows the hed swept upward 
into a graceful wave over the ear, blending 


into the closely-cropped back. 





HAIR 


Accent On 
Short Hair 


HIS IS THE SEASON when the fash- 

ion spotlight turns on short hair 
styles with a wide variety of clever cuts 
that can be dressed up or down and 
changed on a moment’s notice. Women 
seem to like the change from the short, 
wind-blown Italian styles to the short, 
well-groomed look, with soft curls and 
the accent on neatness and trim hair- 
lines at the back of the neck. 

Short hair is easy to manage and for 
the working girl or career woman it re- 
quires the minimum amount of time and 
effort. Several styles can be achieved 
from one basic haircut with a few brush 
strokes and a little imagination. The 
color can be changed easily with rinses 
and attractive streaks may be added with 
practically no effort. Of course, short 
hair has its disadvantages, too, as has 
any other style. 


For dressy occasions the whole hair style 
may be changed by adding silver tips to 
some of the curls that frame the face, giv- 
ing an individual touch for a gay evening. 











































Parentage 


HEALTH 


Disputed 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
(uthor of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


HE DISCOVERY of human blood 
groups has revolutionized blood 
nsfusion making it a safe, everyday 
cedure that has saved many lives. It 
also explained one of the important 
uses of infant deaths and has furnished 
nethod of preventing them. While 


hese have been the chief benefits of 


cnowing about blood groups, there is 


|| another interesting application that 

»ften made. 

t sometimes happens that parentage 

lisputed. A mother claims that a cer- 
man is father of her child but he 


eorously denies it and accuses some- 


1e else. Acrimonious words are hurled 


ack and forth, scandals are created, and 


putations are ruined. Again, a mother 


lelivered in a large hospital may say 
hat the child given her is not her own. 


[he hospital and her doctor are threat- 
xed with expensive suits for failure to 
roperly identify their little charges. 


Sometimes a child lost or stolen in 


ifancy may show up in later life to 


nim a family fortune without definite 
sof that it is the lost child. And who 
to say that it is not? All of these dis- 


yutes are important to the individuals 


olved. They become so strenuous and 


bitter that they are often referred to the 


urts for decision. 
It is well known that physical resem- 


ance is an uncertain way to identify 


hildren. No one can look at a child and 


who its parents are. 


os 


clare with any degree of reliability 


Familial resem- 


blances are more often fancied than real. 
hile people often say that a baby looks 
actly like its father or its mother, or 
relative, this assertion is made with the 
ife knowledge that the relationship ac- 
ially exists. 
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No one can look at a baby and know with any degree of reliability who its parents 
are. Family resemblances are not fully developed until late childhood. 


But to correctly select from a group 
of unknown babies of the same age the 
child of a given couple is an unlikely 
feat. Although features of resemblance 
between parents and children do exist, 
these same features may appear in chil- 
dren wholly unrelated. Moreover, fam- 
ily resemblances are not fully developed 
until late childhood. 

While children inherit their physical 
and mental characteristics from their 
parents, these characteristics are trans- 
mitted in a variable and unpredictable 
manner. Features of great grandparents, 
grandparents, uncles and aunts not pres- 
ent in parents have a way of showing 
up in offspring. So actually, physical 
characteristics are often not inherited 
from parents but through parents from 
earlier generations. Parents may act as 
carriers and transmitters of character- 
istics rather than bestowers. 

The mechanism by which many physi- 
cal features are transmitted from one 
generation to another is fairly well 
known and is incorporated in the sci- 


ence known as genetics. The laws of 
inheritance are of application only where 
there is a detailed knowledge of many 
generations of progenitors. 

They cannot be used often with hu- 
man beings to predict or explain the 
features of offspring, first, because the 
human race is not “pure” but is so mixed 
up that it is impossible to know the 
transmitting potentialities of mates and, 
second, because there is a multitude of 
individual characteristics that may or 
may not be inherited in the same man- 
ner with the result that there is an in- 
finite number of possible combinations 
of physical characteristics that may be 
transmitted to a child. 

There is a characteristic of blood 
groups not heretofore mentioned in the 
previous articles that have been ex- 
tremely helpful in determining the par- 
entage of the child. It happens that the 
blood groups are inherited from parents 
just as the color of eyes and the shape 
of the nose are inherited. The four blood 
groups, A, B, AB, and O are inherited 





















in a rather simple way so that it is pos- 
sible to predict with a high degree of 
accuracy to what blood groups a child 
might belong from the knowledge of the 
blood groups to which the parents 
belong. 

' It is now a well-established and prac- 
tical fact that a child cannot have a 
blood group that is not accounted for in 
either or both of its parents. Therefore, 
if the blood group of one parent is 
known and the blood group of the child 
is also known then the other must of 
necessity belong to a certain blood 
group. If a person accused or suspected 
of being the other parent belongs to this 
group then he or she is possibly the par- 
ent. If the suspect is not of this group 
then parentage is impossible. 

In other words, parentage can be ex- 
cluded but it cannot be proved and as- 
signed to a definite individual. The 
scientist in making the examination can 
give one of two answers. He can say, 
“this man or this woman is definitely 
not a parent,” or he can say “this person 
can possibly be a parent, but I cannot 
state that he or she actually is the 
parent.” 

As explained before the four blood 
groups A, B, AB, and O exist because 
of the distribution among people of two 
substances, A and B, in their red blood 















cells. People of group A have only the 
A substance in their cells, those of B 
have only the B substance, those of 
» of group AB have both A and B, and those 
nere of group O have neither, 
any It has been shown conclusively that 
the substance A or.B cannot be inherited 
hu- by a child unless at least one of the par- 
the ents has it in his or her red blood cells. 
the Under certain circumstances a child with 
ixed neither A or B substance (group O) can 
the | be born of parents with both substances 
and, between them. 
e of This table clearly illustrates how blood 
; OF | groups are inherited and how they may 
nan- | be used to help identify parents or 
1 in- | children: 
nous May have But no 
y be Parents children children 
belong to belonging to belonging to 
these groups these groups these groups 
lood 
th A and A 0, A B, AB 
1 the | A and B O, A, B, AB_ none 
ex- impossible 
. | A and 0 0, A B, AB 
par | A and AB A, B, AB 0 
tthe | B and B 0, B A, AB 
rents B and AB A, B, AB oO 
B and O 0, B A, AB 
hape | 0 and O o A, B, AB 
lood | 0 and ABA, B O, AB 
rited | AB and AB A, B, AB Oo 








This table shows, for instance, that if 


group O has a child belonging to group 
B the other parent must belong to group 
B or group AB. The child’s B substance 
must come from one of the parents and 
since the known parent belongs to group 
O which has neither A or B it must come 
from the unknown parent who can be 
either an AB or a B. 

If someone accused of being the par- 
ent belongs to group O or to group A 
then the suspicion can be absolved. On 
the other hand, although the accused 
belongs to one of the groups that is nec- 
essary to be the parent of a given child 
this fact only proves possibility of par- 
entage but does not establish it with 
certainty since there are many people 
who belong to this group. This table can 
be used in the same manner to help 
identify a child as being the progeny of 
two given parents. 

The Rh blood groups about which we 
have written are of little practical help 
in establishing parenthood. They are 
too complex and their pattern of inheri- 
tance is too complicated to predict from 
the parents the exact Rh composition of 





the child. They are of help, however, in | 
supporting evidence obtained with other | 


groups. 

The blood groups so far described in 
these articles, i.e., groups A, B, AB, O, 
Rh positive and Rh negative, are some 
practical use in medical practice. There 
are still other groups called M, N, and 
MN groups, also discovered by Land- 
steiner, that have no relation as far as 
we know now to blood transfusions or, 
any recognized disease. They are never- 
theless of importance in establishing the 
possibility or impossibility of parentage 
by certain people. 

All people have in their blood red 
cells a substance called M, or a substance 
called N, or both. No one exists who 
does not have one or both of them. Like 
the other blood groups these substances 
are inherited from the immediate par- 
ents. It is impossible for a child to have 
M or N in its blood cells if these sub- 
stances were not in the parents. 

If a mother belongs to the M group 
and her child belongs to the N or MN 
group, then the father must of necessity 
belong to the N or MN group. If the 
mother belongs to the N group and her 
lawful husband also belongs to the N 
group, a child borne by her belonging 
to the M group (Continued on Page 81) 
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CHILD CARE 


How To Get 


Your Child 
To kat 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


I ) ILLY SAT AT THE table, a scowl on 
his face and his lips pressed tight. 
Vinson had seen that expression 
fore and knew what it meant. “Come, 
Billy,” she said, “eat your carrots. 
y taste just yummy with all that but- 
mn them and besides, they’re so good 
you.” 
Then, in desperation, she decided to 
‘And besides, if you don’t eat them, 
1’re going to get a good spanking and 
idy won’t tell you that bedtime story 
promised you.” 
ich a mealtime routine may sound all 
familiar to you, but it doesn’t have to 
loo many mothers look upon such 
erate efforts to get a child to eat as 
vart of the routine of child-rearing. 
se mothers wear their nerves and 
e of their children to a frazzle in 
ying to get food into little stomachs. 
What more can I do to make the 
1 eat?” they often ask despairingly. 
y fail to realize that if they did less, 
xed less and bribed less, the child 
ild eat more. This does not mean, 
ever, that Mrs. Vinson can com- 
etely ignore Billy’s failure to eat. If, 
after day, a youngster takes two sips 
iilk, pushes his egg away and turns 
n all vegetables, his mother naturally 
ries about his missing needed foods. 
Vhy are some children finicky about 
1 and reluctant to eat? Best authori- 
say that when a child habitually 
*s to eat, it is probably because he 
naan or because he has set up 
in unpleasant associations with eat- 
such as boredom, anger or distaste. 
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Don’t try to oie your child like aa he finds distasteful. He has a right not 


to like certain things just as adults have. 


A hungry child will eat. It’s a part of 
his animal instinct of self-preservation. 
But too many mothers will not permit 
their children to become hungry. A 
missed spoonful of spinach is a tragedy 
to such mothers and they will plead and 
threaten until it is swallowed. But food 
coaxed or threatened down a child’s 
throat does him more harm than good. 
Coaxing makes him feel that he is doing 
something noble for Mother, but he’d 
much rather do something that he wants 
to do. Such eating, therefore, becomes 
a duty rather than a pleasure. 

If the child is punished in order to get 
him to eat, he becomes angry and the 
emotional stress created impairs his di- 
gestion. This food does him no good 
because it is not properly assimilated. 

It should be kept in mind that hunger 
is the best appetizer, so if a child skips a 
meal occasionally, he will not suffer. 
Don’t try to make him eat. He’ll come 


Try to find an acceptable substitute. 


to the table at his next mealtime with a 
sharpened appetite and no memory of 
unpleasantness associated with eating. Of 
course, if a child’s appetite is not sharp- 
ened by an occasionally-missed meal, he 
may require medical attention. 

Mothers should learn early that one of 
the most important rules to follow is that 
of feeding the child regularly. Hunger at 
certain hours of the day can become a 
habit. If a child eats sparingly or not at 
all at a certain meal, don’t try to make it 
up by between-meal feeding. Let him 
wait until the next regular meal hour. 

Don’t try to make your child like foods 
that he finds distasteful. He has a right 
not to like certain things just as adults 
have. His dislike might even be prompted 
by a slight allergy against a certain food. 
Try to find an acceptable substitute for 
the food that he dislikes. 

It will pay to do a little reading on the 
subject, too, just like you did when your 
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child was an infant. Such reading will 
remind you that nature assigns a tre- 
mendous appetite to the baby during his 
first year but this outsize appetite disap- 
pears when it is no longer needed. It is, 
therefore, easy to understand why the 
youngster has cut his food intake into 
less than half. 

Learn the substitute qualities of differ- 
ent foods. If you have a list of foods 
which contain similar elements, you can 
change meals with ease. If the child 
turns down eggs, a glance at your list will 
show that more meat will make up this 
deficiency. If he won’t drink milk, may- 
be you can substitute cheese. 

Common milk desserts can be made 
with full-strength evaporated milk which 
also can be used to dilute canned soups 
and strained baby foods. Make sand- 
wich spreads of peanut butter thinned 
with evaporated milk or cottage cheese 
creamed with apple sauce or jelly. By 
using a loose-grained whole wheat bread 
and by making the sandwiches several 
hours before they are to be eaten, they 
can use a lot of filling without being too 
messy for even a toddler to eat. 

Another suggestion is that the mother 
keep a record of everything that her child 
eats. She will likely be greatly surprised 
to discover, even though a child eats 
scarcely anything at meal time, that the 
amount and kind of food eaten through- 
out the day add up to a fairly good diet 
over a period of weeks. Keeping such a 
record for several weeks will give a very 
good picture of the child’s variability 
and preferences. 

For between-meal feeding, graham 
crackers, an apple, orange juice, dried 
prunes or bread will do little damage to 
the appetite. Milk, ice cream, cookies 
and other sweet foods produce a “full” 
feeling. Milk stays in the stomach for a 
long time. 

Perhaps the most important part of a 
child’s mealtime is his actual enjoyment 
of it. Make your child’s mealtime an oc- 
casion of entertainment. This is a good 
time for story-telling and many children 
come rushing to their meals because they 
look forward so eagerly to hearing an- 
other story or an old story retold. 

Provide attractive, usable eating 
equipment. Colorful cups and dishes, 
bright napkins and some straws will help 
to make mealtime fun. Serve the food 
that he likes. If he likes hamburgers, let 
him have them twice a day for a week or 


two. Give him less food than he wants. 
An overloaded plate of food will take 
even an adult’s appetite. Let him come 
back for “seconds.” 

For the very young child, it has been 
found best that he be permitted to eat 
alone. If the child eats alone, he cannot 
be distracted or excited by the presence 
of adults. He is likely to hear a lot of 
conversation going on around him but 
he is a part of none of it, even if he can 
understand some of it. This means that 
he frequently will busy himself with 
gaining adult attention instead of eating. 

If he eats alone, you can serve him 
wholesome foods without the diverting 
effect of less desirable ones which adults 
are eating. A child who likes milk often 
will refuse it because the grownups at 
the table with him are drinking coffee or 
tea. Right away, what they are drinking 
is the thing that he wants and some har- 
ried mothers, rather than put up with a 
tantrum, will let him have it. 

When the child begins playing with 
his food, leaves the table or just sits, you 
can say pleasantly, “Oh, you’re finished, 
aren’t you?” The idea is to end the meal 
willingly as soon as lack of interest ap- 
pears. When the child gets old enough to 
eat with the family, include him in the 
dinner-table conversation by introducing 
topics he is interested in and can talk 
about. 

Whether his first meals with the family 
are eaten in a high chair, at a small table 
near-by or at the family table, depends 
upon whether he is easily distracted and 
also whether the other family members 
can accept him as a matter of course. He 
should not receive undue attention nor 
be shown concern for table mishaps 
which must be expected with the very 
young. 

Keep in mind also that food habits are 
formed, not inherited. Children will eat 
about as well as the adults with whom 
they eat. Specialists say that if a child 
eats nicely by the time he is ten, his 
parents should be congratulated. 

If a child is keyed up with excitement 
over a game or resents being called from 
an absorbing television program to come 
to the table, his nervous tension dulls his 
appetite. It is an excellent idea, therefore, 
to have a child come in for meals fifteen 
or twenty minutes before the meal is 
served. After washing his hands, there 
will be a little time for him to relax and 
realize that he actually is hungry. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 





( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


The holiday season is just 
around the corner, and 
before you know it you 
will be up to your heart 
in festive preparations. 
And isn’t this joyous sea- 
son especially enchanting 
when there are wee ones 
around and/or underfoot? 
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Suggestion box. When planning presents 
that will plant stars in the eyes of sweet 
young things, it’s well to remember that 
play-value counts more than a fancy price. 
(Relatives please note!) Bright, plastic 
rattles or animals ... cuddle toys... 
balloons or clacking strings of spools... 
these are the things that babies cherish. 
Shopping tip: get toys of various sizes, 
small, middling and large. The experts say 
that variation in size adds to baby’s delight. 


Holiday fare for small-fry. Plenty of rich 
tidbits around now, but babies are better 
off with their own foods than goodies stolen 
from the family table. But a bit of whole- 
some party-fare is certainly in order. 


Holiday Nog 


2 Tbs. (4% can) Gerber’s 1 cup milk 
Strained Egg Yolks 
1 can Gerber’s Strained 1 Tbs. sugar 


Orange Juice 
Blend thoroughly with rotary beater. 
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Holiday time or any time, Gerber’s 
Strained Meats are a welcome addition to 
baby’s meals. For most tots take to the 
tasty true-meat flavors of all seven—Beef, 
Veal, Lamb, Pork, Beef & Beef Heart, Beef 
Liver, Liver & Bacon. Made of juicy Armour 
cuts, they’re specially processed for mini- 
mumi fat and fiber...are easy as milk to 
digest. Every one is solid meat, with just 
enough tasty broth to give a delightfully 
smooth consistency. And they’re rich in the 
body-building proteins growing babies need. 


And a Merry Christmas to you and yours... 
from me and mine! That includes my five 
children and five bouncing grandchildren. 
Gerber’s Baby Foods, Fremont, Michigan. 
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Cheese Frills 


J Cut large dill pickles into thin crosswise slices. 
_ Cut each slice about three-quarters through, 
and cross ends over to form miniature cornu- 
copia. Fasten with half a toothpick and fill 
with pimento cheese spread forced through a 
pastry tube. 


Tasty Holiday Appetizers 


N ATTRACTIVE TRAY of appetizers will add a special 
party touch to the opening course of any holiday meal. They 
uld not be too filling because their main duty is to whet the 


petite for the forthcoming dinner. Plan simple appetizers 


g assorted cheeses, chopped or ground meat, minced clams, 


sters and tuna fish, garnished with watercress, olives and 
arsley. Vary shapes and sizes but always keep them “bite-size.” 





Stuffed Crabs a la Creole 
e meat from dozen cooked crabs, save shells. Brown % cup minced 
2 cloves, garlic, % cup minced green pepper in % cup margarine. 
neat, brown, add hot milk, 6 slices crumbled toast, seasoning. Cook 
until thick. Fill shells, bake 15 min. 








Pizza ees 
For 6 appetizers, split and butter 3 English muffins, brown under 
broiler. Chop 2 tomatoes, % green pepper, % onion. Mix and 
spread on muffins. Top with slice of cheddar cheese, 4 or 5 sardines. 
Place under broiler to melt cheese; serve hot. 
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Petit Cafe 


For two unusual canapes (1) Season pate de 
foie gras with onion juice. Spread on “fin- 
gers” of dark rye bread, garnish with slivered 
salted almonds. (2) Mash % Ib. blue cheese, 
1 3-0z. package cream cheese, 2 tbsps. French 
dressing. Whip until smooth. Add 1 tbsp. finely 
cut chives. Spread on pumpernickel “fingers.” 


cg i 
i, 3 
, :> 
) 
w, 











Buffet Cheese Tray 


Choose: an assortment of American cheeses, in 
a variety of shapes. For the center, use a 
square Edam with a few wedges to form a de- 
sign. Place wedges of Brie, Brick and Swiss 
in one corner and a snappy dessert cheese in 
the other. Complete tray with crackers, jelly, 
olives and pickle relish. 
— 





Scalloped Clams 

Chop and saute 1 green pepper, 1 onion and 
1 cup celery in mayonnaise for 10 minutes. 
Combine with 2 7-0z. cans of minced clams, 
2 tsps. Worcestershire sauce, % tsp. salt, %4 
tsp. pepper. Place in individual baking shells, 
sprinkle on saltine crumbs, dot with butter 

and bake in a moderate oven 30 min. 






This month we want you to meet one 
of America’s very top women in 


foods! She’s Mrs. Sadie G. Washing 


ton, who is director of the Home 
Economics Department at famous 
Langston University in Oklahoma. 


“As long as I can remember, Carna 


tion has been my favorite milk for 


cooking,” says Mrs. Washington 


“Carnation blends so much better 
with other ingredients. And no other 


form of milk gives food such rich 


ness and flavor. That’s why I use 
Carnation exclusively... both in my 


university classes, and in my own 
home cooking.” 


Try double-rich Carnation in your 
own milk recipes. See if it doesn’t 


make you an even better cook than 
you already are! 


MRS. WASHINGTON SAYS: 





Try this... fe carnation 


FISH CHOWDER 








(Makes 4-6 servings) 


1 pound cubed 4 cups water 
fish fillets 1 teaspoon salt 
2 cups raw 1% cups (large can) 
cubed potatoes undiluted CARNATION 
% cup chopped onion EVAPORATED MILK 


Simmer fish, potatoes and onion in water 
until fish and potatoes are tender (about 40- 
45 minutes). Then stir in salt and undiluted 
Carnation Milk. Heat 
to just below boiling. 
Serve immediately. 
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FREE! Let us send 
you our handy new 
‘‘punch ’n protect’’ 
can opener. Punches 
2 round, neat holes 
for pouring — then 
acts as a protective 
cover. Just send la- 
bel from one large 
can of Carnation 
Evaporated Milk 
to: Carnation Co., 
Box T-124, Los 
Angeles 36, Calif. 







“I've Taught Home Economics 


in college for 19 Years. 


| cook with 
Carnation: 


SAYS: 
Mrs. Sadie G. Washington 
Director, Home Economics 
Department, 
Langston University, 
Langston, Oklahoma 


Neighbors of Mrs. Washington (left) 
gather in her pleasant living room to 
meet her young nephew and niece, 
Bruce and Sharyn. Both healthy chil- 
dren were raised on Carnation. 





Here in the University’s Home Man- 
agement Cottage, Mrs. Washington 
(right) watches students prepare 
a cream sauce for a ham casserole. 
Carnation makes it rich and flavorful! 








Mrs. Washington is shown here (sec- 
ond from left) entertaining ladies of 
the Urban League, who discuss civic 
and community problems as they en- 
joy coffee “creamed” with Carnation. 
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Nas Lay. 


when I won the lead role 
in our school play .. . 


Ses piplllt student 


KK Yes, you can beautify a 
your complexion the Des 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 





“I wasn’t afraid of the camera 
close-up with Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base. Nor was I nervous before the 
footlights; I knew my complexion 
looked its smoothest best!” 


C. Diahann Johnson, 
Yonkers, N. Y. 








Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften Skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 





®@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 

lipstick that stays 

on and on, 

look for the name 

Black and White 

















A Product of ‘ os 
General Foods. — 


For only a fraction of a cent 
alumet Baking Powder 


insures baking success! 
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Shrimp and Deviled Eggs 


Peel and devein 1 lb. raw shrimp. Combine 

in saucepan 1 tbsp. brown sugar, % cup vine- 

gar, 1 tsp. pickling spice, 1% tsp. salt, and 

shrimp. Cover and steam for 10 min. Remove 

shrimp from saucepan and chill. Serve with 

deviled eggs made with prepared mustard, 
minced onion. 








Tuna Canapes 
Drain 6%-oz. can chunk-style tuna, separate 
into pieces. Combine tuna, 3 tbsps. mayon- 
naise, 1 tbsp. each of minced celery, chili 
sauce, ketchup, lemon juice, salt to taste, dash 
of Worcestershire sauce. Peel and thinly slice 
1 cucumber. Place a slice on each toast round 
and top with tuna mixture. Broil until hot. 
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Dessert Tray 
Cut 1 lb. American cheese into triangular 
wedges, and arrange in center of tray. Chill 
green grapes, nectarines, plums, peaches and 
pears. Peel peaches and pears just before 
serving, sprinkle with lemon juice. Put % tsp. 
honey on each piece of fruit, arrange on tray. 
Decorate with % pt. blueberries. 
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My 
Husband’s 
Strange 
Love Habits 


Te » 2 al 
(Continued from Page 31) 


We went directly to Dr. Cable’s home on 
Riverside Drive, and, after freshening up, 
we all, Denver, Dr. and Mrs. Cable and 
went out for dinner. I don’t remember 
where we went, but I do remember that 
the food was good and that I enjoyed 
getting my first good look at the other 
Americans who were there dining. 

Ferguson was staying at the Hotel 
Theresa in Harlem while I stayed with his 
friends, the Cables. We had blood tests 
made the same day that I arrived and the 
next day we went to the City Hall to apply 
for the marriage license. 

In all of his letters to me, Ferguson had 
told me that he had been married twice 
before, but actually he had been married 
three times, each marriage ending in di- 
yorce. He didn’t have his final divorce 
decree with him so he had to telephone 
his lawyer in Indianapolis to rush it to 
him. It arrived the next day, which was a 
Thursday. 


FEW MINUTES after’ midnight 

Thursday, we were married by Judge 
Francis Rivers in the Cables’ apartment 
and they were our only witnesses. This 
was far from being the kind of wedding 
that I had always dreamed about. I had 
wanted a minister, at least, to perform the 
ceremony even if we couldn’t have the wed- 
ding in a church. 

I wore a pink dress with an artificial 
corsage. (Incidentally, this is the same 
dress I had on when we were divorced.) 
There were no flowers, no music, none of 
the frills to make a bride’s heart flutter. 
The wedding had all of the earmarks of a 
cold business transaction, like registering 
the title of a new automobile or closing a 
deal for a piece of real estate. 

There was a single bottle of champagne 
and after the ceremony, we each said a 
toast and drank to each other’s health. 
Once or twice before this, Ferguson had 
brushed my cheek with a kiss but after 
the ceremony, he kissed me for the first 
time on the lips, but oh, so lightly! There 
was none of the fire or passion that one 
would expect in the first kiss of a pair of 
newlyweds. 

But if I thought that this was cold, I 
was due for an even ruder awakening. 
Out of a clear sky, Ferguson looked at me 
and said: “Do you want to stay here or go 
to the hotel with me?” I was so disap- 
pointed at his putting the decision up to 
me in such an offhanded manner, that I 
said: “I’ll stay here. You go to your hotel 
alone.” 

I suppose that he felt a little sheepish 
about the whole affair because he then 
said, half apologetically: “You know, I 





have been taking some pills that seem to 
have affected my ambition, so you'll have 
to be a little patient with me until the 
effect wears off.” 

Needless to say, our honeymoon night 
was a complete flop as far as I was con- 
cerned. Like any other bride, I had looked 
forward to this night. Sure, I had had 
other men make love to me, but this cer- 
tainly wasn’t like the excitement and an- 
ticipation which overpowers a woman as 
she draws closer to the nuptial bed. I had 
brought along some flimsy negligees and 
nightgowns in which to greet my husband 
on our first night together. I wanted to be 
alluring. 

But my arms were empty on our wed- 
ding night. Instead of the romance and 
love making which I had expected, I had 
nothing but my pillow to cling to through 
the lonely hours until dawn. I’m sure that 
I did very little sleeping that night. 

In almost every marriage that I know 
anything about, the wedding night was 
considered to be the most exciting in a 
woman’s life. I used to blush as I heard 
some of my married girl friends graphi- 
cally describe what happened to them on 
that very special occasion. 

I had certainly anticipated some of the 
thrills which I had heard about but the 
long-hoped-for fulfillment was not to be. 
Actually, our marriage was never really 
consummated. Now I understand what is 
meant by the title of a story I once saw 
called “The Vanishing Bridegroom.” 

The next morning (or rather, later that 
same morning) Ferguson came back about 
10 o’clock to take me to catch the noon 
train from New York to Indianapolis. We 
said hurried farewells to our hosts and 
were off to a 16-hour train ride. You would 
think that for a ride this long, my new 
husband would have at least obtained Pull- 
man seats if not a drawing room or a 
compartment. But not Ferguson. We took 
seats in a coach—not even a reserved-seat 
train—and I sat next to the window so 
that I could get a good look at the scenery 
of my adopted country as we rolled along. 

We hadn’t been riding very long before 
Ferguson turned to me and said: “How 
about changing seats with me? My leg is 
getting cold, but if I sit next to the window 
where the steam pipes are, I can get it 
warm.” Naturally, I didn’t want to see 
him suffer because it was in March and 
the weather was biting cold, so I changed 
seats with him. 

Hardly more than an hour later, Fer- 
guson asked me to move to the unoccupied 
seat in back of us. “I want to stretch out 
and take a nap,” he explained. Here we 
were on our honeymoon trip, he sleeping 
in the two seats just ahead of me and I, 
looking dejectedly out of the window at 
the passing countryside. 

After he had slept for about two or three 
hours, Ferguson got up and said that he 
was going to the diner but he didn’t ask 
me to accompany him or even ask me 
whether I was hungry. When he came 
back he gave me $20 and told me to go 


to the diner and get my dinner. When I 
returned to my seat, I found that Ferguson 
had gone back to sleep. He slept all the 
rest of the way to Indianapolis. 

I tried to go to sleep but I was so upset 
that sleep just would not come. I picked 
up a newspaper which had been left in the 
seat just across the aisle from me and 
attempted to read, but the words became 
a blur before my eyes. A horde of thoughts 
stampeded through my mind. 

I remembered my friend’s words: “What . 
if he doesn’t like you or you don’t like 
him?” I could almost hear her “I told 
you so” ringing in my ears. But here I 
was. I had made the decision of my own 
free will so there was nobody to blame 
but myself. I was literally in a trap but I 
wasn’t quite so sure now that Cupid had 
set it. 

There were no sounds in the coach ex- 
cept the rhythmic snoring which came 
from the seat in front of me and from 
some of the other seats in back of me. 
Once or twice, a porter came through, 
glanced in my direction but said nothing. 
Although there were people all around 
me—my husband among them—I was 
struck by the realization that I was actu- 
ally alone. It wasn’t a very pleasant feel- 
ing, believe me. 

It was about five o’clock in the morning 
when our train pulled into the Indian- 
apolis station and we went by taxi directly 
to Ferguson’s house. After all that had 
happened, I felt like crying, but I didn’t. 
I kept thinking, “What is going to happen 
to me? Have I done the wrong thing?” 
I was probably the most unhappy woman 
in the world. Nothing had gone as I ex- 
pected it would. My mind went back to 
my life in Germany and I got a sinking 
feeling in the pit of my stomach which 
made me feel that I should have never 
left home on such a fool’s errand. I was 
scared to death. 

After we got inside the house, I broke 
down and cried like a little baby. The 
house was dirty. I sat on my trunk in the 
middle of the living room floor and took 
in the scene. I couldn’t believe that this 
was the “mansion” which I had been led 
to believe I would find. After I saw Fer- 
guson’s bedroom, I fixed a bed for myself 
in the bedroom across the hall and there 
spent my first night in my new home. 

The next day, I had a chance to get a 
good look at my new home. TF found that 
there were 10 rooms that I would have to 
clean—floors and windows—and the walls 
needed painting. When I pointed things 
out to Ferguson, he agreed to have the 
painter come in and redecorate, with the 
job being completed several weeks later. 

There was an electric stove in the 
kitchen but some of the plates didn’t heat 
very well. We were short on dishes and 
linens and there was no real silverware in 
the house. I made up my mind, though, 
that I would put up with things as they 
were in the hope that they would soon 
change for the better. How wrong I was! 
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While I was managing to adjust to my 
physical surroundings, I wasn’t so success- 
ful with my new husband. As owner of 
the Sunset night club, he seldom came 
home until long after midnight and, of 
course, slept very late. Aside from taking 
me to a drive-in theater two or three times, 
Ferguson never took me out and he never 
made love to me. He hardly ever spoke to 
me and used to write me little notes which 
I would find stuck in the mirror or on a 
table. 

He never gave me more than $5 or $10 
at a time and then only after I had asked 
him for it. This was hardly enough to buy 
food with, so there was no money with 
which to buy clothes or some of the little 
knickknacks a woman likes. He took me 
down to the Sunset one Sunday afternoon 
when nobody was in the place, but never 
took me there when there was any activity 
going on. It seemed that he didn’t want 
to be seen in public with me too much. 

One day after I had been living in the 
house for about a week, he got me to 
accompany him to his bedroom, but when 
I found out that he wanted me to engage 
mutually with him in a relationship to 
which I objected, I jumped out of the bed, 
ran to my room and locked the door. 

One time he told some of his friends that 
I had grabbed him and tried to force him 
into relations with me, inducing one of 
his heart attacks, but this is not true. The 
things that a bride naturally expects from 
a husband, he was unable to give me. In 
fact, his attitude teward me was so sullen 
that I began to lose weight. 

Why he even suggested that I get my- 
self a job and a boy friend, which I re- 
fused to do! I found out that even after 
he knew that I was coming to America, he 
was writing letters to at least three other 
women. I found copies of his letters to 
them and their replies. 


) NE DAY WHEN I was cleaning up his 

room, I found a hatchet under his 
pillow. When I asked him about it, he 
explained that he always brought large 
sums of money home and needed the 
hatchet for protection against burglars. 
He kept his money in the pocket of his 
long nightshirt. Another time, I found a 
gun under his pillow so I guess that it 
was there for the same reason as the 
hatchet. I couldn’t help but wonder, 
though, whether he intended to use these 
weapons on burglars or on me. 

You see, I had lived six years in Berlin 
while it was under bombardment by the 
Russians and sitting in the cellar night 
after night, expecting that the next bomb 
would be for you, had conditioned me to 
take the bitter with the sweet and to be 
prepared for any emergency. Furthermore, 
back in my country, a wife never works. 
She devotes her time and energies to her 
husband and children, so I was determined 
to stick it out even though the sun seldom 
shone through my clouds. 

I was living the virtual life of a hermit 
because | had little opportunity to make 
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friends and I never came close enough to 
other men to encourage them to make love 
to me. I couldn’t go out on the street and 
stop some man who might look attractive 
to me and ask him to make love to me, 
could I? Yet, that seems to be just about 
what Ferguson expected me to do. 

That’s why it is so hard for me to un- 
derstand how he could write to my parents 
back in Germany some six weeks after I 
arrived, telling them that I was everything 
that he had expected me to be, when he 
was treating me the way that he did. 

I’m a normal woman with all of the in- 
stincts and emotions of a normal woman 
and the frustration of not being able to 
enjoy normal marital relations with my 
husband was really doing something to me. 
I was looking at the calendar one day when 
it dawned upon me that my next birthday 
was not far off. 

“Denver,” I said, “I would like to have 
a few friends in tonight to help me cele- 
brate my birthday and I need some money 
for refreshments. Can you let me have 
the money now?” 

“Here’s $10,” he said gruffly as he 
thrust the bill toward me, “but understand 
that I want you to have everybody out of 
here by the time I come back home.” And 
with that, he stormed out of the house. 

I honestly don’t know what he expected 
me to be able to buy with $10 but for- 
tunately, two of the fellows agreed to 
bring aleng a couple of fifths of whiskey 
and some beer so tnat I had more money 
to spend for food. Around 1 a.m., the last 
of my guests had departed. Everybody 
seemed to have had a good time. I know 
that I did. 

When he came home, around 2 a.m., 
Ferguson raised sand about finding glasses, 
filled ash trays, and the smell of stale 
smoke in the place. You would think that 
a husband would want to attend his wife’s 
birthday party even if he didn’t give her 
a present, but not Denver. 

Another time, when he left me a note 
and $10 he added to this the cost of a pint 
of whiskey and a pint of gin which he had 
brought home but which he had also 
helped to consume. In other words, he 
wanted me to feel that he actually was not 
giving me $10 but seven or eight dollars 
more than that. This was the “lavish” 
living which he had written about so en- 
gagingly in his many letters to me, but I 
still was willing to string along. 

Because of Ferguson’s odd and irregular 
hours of work, he ate most of his meals 
away from home although I always pre- 
pared something for him to eat when he 
got up late each afternoon. I had no 
trouble cooking his meals to suit him, but 
getting him to assume his husbandly duties 
was something else. 

We never reached the stage of having 
pet names for each other like so many 
other couples do. He rarely, if ever, called 
me on the phone and then only to register 
a complaint about something. As far as I 
know, he never checked up on me to find 
out whether I was running around with 


another man. I was taken for granted, like 
a piece of furniture. 

My husband seldom wore a bath robe. 
He wore long underwear and old-fashioned 
nightshirts and would just as likely as 
not go to answer the door in his nightie. 
I never saw him with a toothbrush and his 
bed got soiled if he slept in it just one 
night. I never dared go near his bed- 
room when he was home. I waited until 
he had left the house before going in there 
to clean it. 

He told the court that he had given me 
$127 each month from the rent of two of 
his apartments and $25 a week on which 
to run the house. I never saw that much 
money at one time the whole time we were 
together and certainly he didn’t give such 
sums to me. 

I was still hoping against hope that 
somehow, somewhere along the line that 
Ferguson would change, at least as far as 
supporting me was concerned, even if our 
physical situation did not change, but 
nothing happened. He would accuse me 
of “tricking” him and of entertaining the 
few friends that I had in his home. 

Words cannot describe the loneliness and 
the despair that I experienced. You see, 
marriage is so much different back in Ger- 
many. Things have to be very bad before 
a divorce is even thought of. I learned 
that in America this is not always the case, 
but even then, I did not feel that a divorce 
was the way out of my predicament. 

I looked many times at the plain gold 
wedding band which Ferguson had placed 
on my hand the day we first met and I 
couldn’t hold back the tears as I realized 
how meaningless, how empty it was to me 
now. Yes, he put the ring on my finger 
and I never took it off, not even for the 
marriage ceremony. When it came to the 
part where the bridegroom is to place the 
ring upon his bride’s finger, Ferguson just 
touched the ring with his hand. I never 
had an engagement ring, although I have 
always wanted a diamond. 

I suppose that altogether Ferguson spent 
about $2,000 on me, including the money 
he sent to me in Germany and the cost of 
my transportation to the U. S. But outside 
of that, there was nothing else that I got 
from him that a woman would expect from 
a husband. I tried to stick to the philos- 
ophy that two people who think enough of 
each other to get married should stay mar- 
ried and I probably would have stuck it 
out longer if he had not sought to have 
our marriage annulled. 

I consulted a firm of attorneys which 
had been recommended to me and a month 
later, I filed suit for divorce, asking for 
$50,000 and $7,500 lawyers’ fees. While 
the case was pending, Ferguson agreed to 
pay me $65 a week. I received this for 
seven months although he had previously 
boasted that “I’m not going to give her a 
red cent.” I saw which way the wind was 
blowing, so one day while Ferguson and 
his lawyers were in conference with my 
attorneys, I went out to the house and took 
away my TV set, some rugs, end tables 
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and other things that had been bought 
since our marriage. Later that night, Fer- 
guson came home, discovered the things 
were missing and called in the police. 

“I’ve been robbed,” he protested, “that 
woman took everything.” Months later, 
I found that one of my attorneys had been 
out to Ferguson’s house and had taken out 
all of the furniture, but this was three 
months after it had happened. Meanwhile, 
I had found a place to live in another sec: 
tion of town and got a job in the under- 
writing department of a car insurance 
company. 

By that time, the court had awarded me 
a judgment of $25,000 plus $5,000 for law- 
yers’ fees. Ferguson screamed when he 
heard this, crying that he was broke, al- 
though he had boasted of his assets during 
his campaign to get me to marry him. 

After a series of conferences between my 
lawyers and his, the Sunset Club was 
placed in receivership. Because of this, 
Ferguson was unable to get his liquor 
license renewed right away so the club 
was rented out for dances. Later, he put 
out the report that he had sold the place 
to his partner, but I suspected that this 
was a ruse to throw me off the track and 
to bolster his defense that he was unable 
to pay the judgment that the court had 
awarded to me. 

Ferguson eventually filed an 
from the judgment, seeking to have it set 
aside and his lawyers later called mine 
and said that he was willing to settle the 
case for $7,000 cash. In the meantime, my 
father had died in Germany and I thought 
about my mother there all alone. While 
Dad had been a successful engineer, he 
had not accumulated a fortune. so since 
I was beginning to feel the economic 
pinch, I figured that a bird in the hand 
was worth two in the bush, so I told my 
lawyers to accept the offer. I stayed on the 
job with my first employer from November 
until February and was lucky enough to 
get another job with another auto insur- 
ance company which I held until last July. 

I was actually filling in for a girl who 
had been out on sick leave so that when 
she was ready to return to work, there was 
nothing left for my employer to do but to 
let me go. Because much of my work in- 
volved transactions over the telephone, my 
German accent was something of a handi- 
cap although I was able to do the clerical 
work as well as anyone else. 


appeal 


N ORDER TO KEEP the wolf away 
from the door while my case was pend- 
ing, I opened a public stenographer office 


in my apartment, but the returns from 
this were pitifully small. I moved again, 
this time to a predominantly Negro neigh- 
borhood. The people are swell to me and 
we get along just fine. I have never been 
made to feel conscious of any racial differ- 
ences. We are just good friends and neigh- 
bors and are always in and out of each 
other’s homes. 

One of the persons who has been very 
Henry (Buddy) Johnson, a 
me operate my 


nice to me 
student-architect who let 
secretarial service from his office for a 
Ferguson had locked me out 
of his home. Also his sister, Mrs. Mildred 
Anderson and Mrs. Alma McRoberts, in 
whose home I lived at one time. 

I feel sure that I will get a break before 
long—get a good job and find a man who 
wants a good wife and who will give me 
plenty of the love and understanding that 
I need. They say that there is a man for 
every woman and a woman for every man, 
so if that is true, I have nothing to worry 
about for our paths will surely cross some 
day. And, most likely, he will be another 
Negro. 

So much has happened since that day 
that Friedel and I decided to write that 
letter to Ebony. Maybe you'd like to 
know what happened to her. Well, she got 
a lot of letters, too (although not as many 
as I did) and among them were letters 
from a rich man in Hawyaii.: He eventually 
came to Germany to visit her, but some- 
how they discovered that neither suited 
the other. Although she received several 
proposals from other men offering to bring 
her to the States, she decided that maybe 
she would be better off remaining at home. 
The last I heard of her, she had married 
one of her German boy friends and had 
settled down to rearing a family. 

People sometimes ask me: “Lilo, how 
do you feel toward Negroes as a result of 
your experiences with one of them?” And 
to these questioners, I reply quickly and 
candidly that I hold no ill will against the 
Negro race because of what happened to 
me. I realize that there are good and bad 
in all races and that the same thing could 
have easily happened to me had my hus- 
band been even a fellow countryman. 

I have come to realize more and more 
that the only security in the world is to 
be found in love and understanding—not 
money, not health. They can be lost over- 
night and never regained. With love, you 
can be happy in a tent. You can live in a 
mansion and be unhappy if you are frus- 
trated and insecure. 


THE END 
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only thing to do was to tell my mother 
and let her take what action she thought 
best, even if it was to have him jailed, for 
he deserved that, and more. 

That wasn’t my idea at all. None of it. 
I was terrified of having Mama know. Nor 
did I want Carl to get in trouble. So I 

tarted crying as I pleaded with him not to 

tell Mama, and finally threw my arms 
around him and swore I loved him, and 
held him tightly until he assured me it 
would be our secret. Then, more to com- 
fort me than anything else I think, he 
kissed me gently, sweetly, but my response 
was highly emotional, and not gentle. And 
right there and then it happened again! 

During the rest of that week it was as 
though we were completely helpless to re- 
sist each other. Maybe we didn’t try too 
hard. Carl confessed the experience was 

s new to him as to me; so for us both it 
was an exciting exploration into a world 
of multi-pleasured delights. Now, years 
later, the frequency of our visits to that 
wonderland seems—incredible. 

Had Mama been more observant, or sus- 
picious, she might have sensed something 
wrong. But it may be that I played the 
role of innocence so well, there was noth- 
ing to arouse suspicion. More often than 
many parents realize, children are able to 
do that. 

But Carl wasn’t much of an actor. He 
evaded suspicion by keeping out of Ma- 
ma’s way as much as possible. And by 
leaving the house an hour before she got 
home from work, then returning with an 
irmload of library books soon after she 
arrived. 

Mama asked about that and I sniffed dis- 
dainfully, “Oh, him and his books! Ill 
bet he spends the whole day at the library. 
What a prune!” 

“Now, Suzy!” Mama reproved. “You 
mustn’t speak slightingly of poor Carl. He 
can’t help the way he is. But I am sorry he 
hasn’t been better company for you.” 

“You mean you're sorry he hasn’t been 
around to spy on me, don’t you?” I teased. 

“Maybe,” Mama laughed. “But I can 
trust my baby. She’s a good girl, and I 


j ° ” 
know it. 


| ER TRUST WAS like a stab in my 
heart. I resolved that never again 
would I do anything to make me feel so 
shamefully guilty. But overnight that good 
esolve was forgotten and I would awaken 
with my guilty secret glowing like a red- 
hot coal within me. 
If Mama hadn’t yet left for work, I’d roll 
and toss restlessly, impatient for her to get 
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gone. And when finally I’d hear the front 
door open, then close, it would be all I 
could do to wait long enough to be sure 
she wouldn’t pop back in, as sometimes 
she did when she had forgotten something. 

Then out of the bed I'd bounce, and in 
my nighty I’d sneak to Carl’s room, kiss 
him awake, and—and let nature take its 
course. That’s the way those  super- 
charged, sex-filled days would begin... 

I can only explain my part in them, my 
forwardness. to give it a mild name, by the 
sudden awakening of my body to a new 
hunger that grew like a torment until sat- 
isfied. In years I was considered a child. 
But even then, I was as large as many 
grown women, almost as large as Carl. 
And certainly my emotions were not those 
of a child! 

Then too, I loved Carl, lived for his 
touch. thrilled even to be near him. But I 
know most adults would not see it that 
way. Especially that a girl my age would 
be capable of what grownups consider love 
to be. That’s because they have forgotten 
how it was with them when they were 
young. Nor do I see the point in trying to 
excuse myself for that or any other reason. 
What happened to me simply happened, as 
it has to countless others like me since 
time began. 

Even so, it might easily have been differ- 
ent for me later. I mean, for the better. 
But I didn’t want it to be! What I had 
experienced with Carl. I liked. The desire 
which grew out of it did not die when he 
went out of my life. It remained in me, as 
much a part of me as the need for food, 
for drink, for breathing! 

Anyway, after that one passion-studded 
week, it was / who was aggressive, willing 
to take chances, not Carl. Yet even though 
my boldness obviously frightened him, 
fearing discovery as much as he did, he 
could not resist the forbidden fruit I prac- 
tically thrust upon him. If we were alone 
for an hour, a half hour, even fifteen min- 
utes. I saw it as an opportunity spiced by 
the danger of our getting caught. And 
several times, we almost did. 

Sometimes I railed at Carl for being so 
darn scary. I didn’t realize then that he 
had every right to be afraid. He had great- 
er experience than I with life and knew 
that sooner or later we were bound to be 
discovered. I’m certain now that is why he 
abruptly resigned his position and van- 
ished without a word to anyone, not even 
me. That was two months after his arrival. 

Heartbreak is more difficult to conceal 
than mere guilt, I learned. I was hurt to 
my heart by Carl’s unexplained departure, 
but somehow I managed to put on a show 
of complete indifference when Mama 
would worriedly speculate as to why he 
had done so. 

“Oh, Carl was a screwball,” I’d say jeer- 
ingly. “I don’t think he knew which way 
was up.” 

Then Mama would chide me, even while 
inside my heart wept. When Mama wasn’t 
around, I'd give in to the way I really felt 
and mope around like the world had come 


to an end. Or I’d burst into a storm of 
passionate crying. Sometimes I had all 
kinds of crazy thoughts. Like how bad 
Carl would feel—maybe he’d suffer as | 
was over him—if I killed myself, took 
poison or something, because of my undy. 
ing love for him. 

Or I'd imagine myself the heroine of a 
great love tragedy, like in some of the 
novels I’d read, or movies I’d seen. And 
for a week or two, I acted out the part at 
school. But the other kids. too dumb to 
understand that I was no longer a mere 
school girl, but a woman of the world 
whose heart had been shattered by a faith- 
less lover, seemed to think I was just goofy 
and finally teased me out of it. 

But still I scarcely scorned them—mere 
babes, they! Supposing—just supposing 
they knew about all that had happened be- 
tween Carl, a grown man, and me! 

In time I got over the acute part of my 
very real suffering, which, no doubt, adults 
would laugh at as the childish throes of 
puppy love. But, as I discovered, I did not 
get over the need for sex satisfaction which 
unknowingly, I had developed. I didn’t 
know it then—how could I?—but I was of 
the strongly sexed types. And my need 
was real, a legitimate demand of my lusty 
young body. 

Thus, that spring, Andy, the boy next 
door, a classmate in junior high, tall, 
gawky and fifteen, who had so often tried 
to be my beau—and had been scorned. 

But, as the world turned green again. as 
the earth stirred with new life, I saw Andy 
differently: I saw him as a male! And 
right then, that was all that mattered! 

Therefore came a warm, moonless night, 
and Andy stood with me in the shadows of 
a pepper tree, and I was surprised at the 
ease with which I got him so aroused that 
no doubt he always believed it was he who 
seduced me, instead of the other way 
around. He was a clumsy, awkward lover, 
and except for the urgency of my need, an 
unsatisfactory one. For it was his first ex- 
perience and afterward, he was scared to 
death. However, with some schooling he 
became. well—almost adequate. But noth- 
ing like Carl, of course. Not remotely! 

Nor were any of his successors, of whom 
there were several. 

I’ve often wondered whether part of my 
trouble wasn’t a subconscious effort to find 
again the exquisite “side reactions” as well 
as the high-voltage emotional quality of 
my experience with Carl. But, perhaps 
they only seemed unduly unique because 
Carl was my first lover, and gave me my 
first experience. 

That’s something I suppose I'll never 
know. But I do know that shortly after I 
started at senior high, I discovered that I'd 
brought with me a reputation as a “fast 
filly”! 

I had always been popular with boys, 
but right away the senior high boys really 
gave me a_ terrific rush—practically 
mobbed me! And was I ever flattered—for 
a hot minute, until I accidentally discov- 
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ered why: I was supposed to be what the 
boys called “a quick flop”! 

It got to me directly. After a hasty lunch 
I'd gone into the first floor room where 
my next class would be to do a little much 
needed studying before it began. 

It was hot in the room from the bright 
September sun. So I raised the window by 
the chair I usually occupied, hoping to get 
a bit of cooler air. But instead of return- 
ing to my seat, I froze. For just below the 
window some boys were talking about me! 
And in a way that shocked me to my socks! 

It went like this: 

“Hey, you cats—how about this new 
chick, Suzy Delaney? Anybody know the 
score yet?” 

“Man—yes! And it’s mellow! Man, I 
mean that gorgeous babe is available!” 

“Ah, who says? A fine stacked deb like 
that? Who you kidding, boy?” 

“Don’t come calling me boy, boy! And 
I ain’t kiddin’ and I ain’t skiddin’! I got 
it straight from some of the cubs in her 
class from junior high. And they say that 
Suzy queen ain’t no trouble!” 

“Whoooee! Boy, if you’re lying, I hope 
you're dying! And me, I aim to find out 
right quick!” 

“Oh, yeah? Well son, don’t get in my 
road, you might get mashed! Because if 
that fine brown frame needs tending to, 
I’m first in line!” 

I backed away from the window horri- 
fied, sick to my heart, hardly able to be- 
lieve what I had just heard. A weakness 
came into me, and I slumped into a chair 
and covered my burning face with my 
hands. Shame and humiliation started seep- 
ing through me like a dirty black stain. 
And worst of all—what made me wish I 
was dead—was that in a general, what 
those awful boys had said about me was 
true! 

I just knew I could never face anyone 
again. I jumped up and hurried to the 
girl’s restroom and hid in a booth until the 
bell rang for class. Then, feeling like I 
was covered from head to foot with a scar- 
let stain, I sneaked out of the building and 
ran home. 

I cried for a long time, my mind fester- 
ing with self-loathing. Because I had 
brought this disgrace upon myself. By 
being dumb. By thinking those boys I had 
played around with had been as crazy 
about me as they seemed—too crazy about 
me to ever breathe a word about what had 
happened between us. 

What a silly little fool I’d been! Well, 
I resolved, from now on no other boys 
would ever get a chance to talk about me! 

I kept that resolve. It wasn’t hard. Be- 
cause when I returned to school I was 
sickened by the crudeness of my would-be 
admirers. They made me furious with their 
almost open leering. I had to slap several 
faces before I convinced them they were 
making passes at the wrong girl. And I 
figured I had really learned my lesson. 

And I had. Only it was just one lesson, 
and then it was only my mind that had 





accepted it. Because my body, my flesh 
could not reason, but only demand. 

Probably many would say the fault was 
mine, that I could have controlled my crav- 
ing for sex satisfaction had I wanted to. 
Could be. But I really tried, although 
sometimes it was like holding down a 
bucking horse! 

However, for the next several months I 
managed it. During that time I studied 
hard, trying to keep my mind off myself. 
But when I wasn’t studying. mainly during 
those nights when I couldn’t sleep, I did a 
lot of thinking about my problem. And 
naturally. Carl figured largely in it. 

It was then that for the first time I con- 
sciously remembered his talk about the 
“double standard,” the code of morals gov- 
erning the relations between sexes, which 
he had said allowed men almost complete 
sexual freedom, but put severe penalties on 
women to prevent them from enjoying that 
same freedom. 


OSSIBLY I HAD subconsciously been 

rationalizing my “mis-conduct” by 
thinking I was rebelling against such an 
unfair code. But thinking about it con- 
sciously, the unfairness of it seemed crystal 
clear. Because those boys who had talked 
about me so only and so shamefully at 
school—were they virgins? I doubted it. 
But they had no finger of scorn pointed at 
them! Like men, they could get away with 
it. But J could not. Because / was a fe- 
male. And men didn’t regard my sex as 
full-fledged human apparently, 
with equal rights. 

So was what I had done really wrong? 
Really a sin? Or just a violation of a self- 
ish, man-made taboo? Anyway, I couldn’t 
help being what nature had made me. And 
what right did men have to fix things so 
that only under certain carefully outlined 
conditions could I obey my natural desires 
without the penalty of disgrace? What 
were young girls, even single women sup- 
posed to do until they married? 

It was no longer a secret that in the 
years between puberty—the age, regard- 
less of what is. when females become 
capable of child bearing—and legal ma- 
turity, the sex drive in both boys and girls 
is stronger and harder to control than it 
will ever be again. 

So what were we teen-agers supposed to 
do to control that powerful force unleased 
within us by nature itself? Sneak around 
taking nasty, sordid substitutes which in 
themselves much more degrading 
than the sex act itself? 

Boys, I reflected bitterly, didn’t have to 
resort to those furtive, ugly substitutes, 
although it is known that many did. Be- 
cause they could find a girl partner. Yet if 
they didn’t get their partners in “trouble,” 
the boys could go their ways blithely, feel- 
ing big, bragging about their “conquests,” 
even. But if the girl’s part was discovered 
—boom! 

Deep thoughts for a girl not yet quite 
sixteen? Perhaps. But certainly they were 
dangerous. Because of them I became a 
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rebel, at least against the man-made code 
of morals which seemed so unjust to me. 
However, I didn’t mean to go about flaunt- 
ing my disregard of it. Oh, no! Never 
that. Vd be discreet. P’'d eat my cake and 
have it too, with none the wiser. 

Meantime, my immediate problem was 
to get around the hazard of boys who 

‘kissed and told.” But how? 

That stumped me for a while. Then one 
evening Mama sent me to the corner gro- 
cery for some chops she’d forgotten to pick 
up for our dinner. I ran almost all the 
way because the new owner of the store, a 
young man named Keeler, closed the place 
promptly at six and it was almost that 
when I started. I only just made it, for 
when I dashed up, puffing and blowing, 
\Ir. Keeler was locking the store door. I 
signalled frantically for him to open up 
and he did. 

As I stumbled inside, rolling my eyes 
expressively as I tried to get my breath, I 
blurted, “Our chops!” 

Mr. Keeler looked at me blankly. “What 
( hops?” 

“The ones my mother ordered this morn- 
ing.” I panted. “She forgot to pick them 
up on her way home.” 

“Oh yes,” he replied, his face clearing. 
You’re Miss Delaney, aren’t you?” And 
when I nodded, he added, “I was going to 
bring your order by as soon as I locked 
up. 

“T didn’t know you delivered,” I said in 
surprise. 

“T don’t,” he replied with a twinkling 
smile as he went behind the meat counter 
and got our parcel, “except for very spe- 
cial customers.” 

“Oh, get out,” I jeered. 
special about us?” 

He looked straight into my eyes and 
said bluntly, “You!” 

I understood what he meant all right, 
but pretended I didn’t. For he wasn’t the 
first man who had made passes at me. So I 
assumed a puzzled look and said, “I don’t 
cet it. What have I got to do with it?” 

“Everything, Miss Suzy Delaney,” he re- 
plied gravely. “Don’t you know you are 
extra special? Has nobody ever told you 
that you were?” 

“Mr. Keeler, are you trying to flirt with 
me, by any chance?” I asked matching his 
sober tone. 

He grinned then, boyishly, reminding me 
omehow of Carl. “I am, Suzy—and not 
by chance.” 

I lowered my long lashes in a way I 
knew to be very effective and replied as 
though flustered, “Why Mr. Keeler! Shame 
on you!” 

“Shame on me because why?” he de- 
manded his smooth brown eyebrows lifting 
in a teasing smile, 

“Why—why because you’re a grown 
man!” 

“That’s for sure, Suzy. So what? You’re 
practically a grown woman—the way you 
look from here!” As he spoke he snapped 
off the store lights and came around the 
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counter to me. In times past that would 
have been my cue for a fast exit. But not 
now. I stood silently until he put our pack- 
age of meat in my hands. Then I turned 
and started toward the door, with him at 
my side. 

“T hope you aren’t sore,” he said anx- 
iously. 

“No, I’m not sore,” I told him. “Just— 
surprised, I guess.” 

“You can’t blame a guy for letting a girl 
know how much he admires her, can you?” 

“No. But you're a lot older than I am.” 

“Not so much. I’m twenty-six. And I 
figure you’re eighteen. Right?” 

“T was sixteen last week.” 

“Oh. You look older. And I sure wish 
you were.” 

“Why?” 

He hesitated a few seconds then put his 
hand on my arm. “Because,” he said 
slowly, “ever since I saw you, the first day 
I took over this store, ’'ve been dreaming 
about you, that’s why. Can’t we be friends, 
Suzy—lovely Suzy?” 

“Maybe.” I whispered, 
wouldn’t muff his chance. 

He didn’t. He put his hand on my other 
arm and drew me against him, and when 
he tried to kiss me, I tucked my head, so 
that he had to lift my chin with gentle 
fingers. And when I did let him kiss me I 
acted shy, while actually a thrill of desire 
shot through me and I urgently wanted to 
forget my act and right there and then let 
him know I wanted him as much as his 
trembling body indicated he wanted me. 
But I didn’t. Instead I pushed out of his 
arms with a muffled, breathless little cry. 
And without being asked, he unlocked the 
door. 

As I started out, he asked in an unsteady 
voice, “Shall I see you again soon, Suzy— 
please?” 

“, . ~ Maybe.” 

“Tomorrow night . . . maybe?” 

“Mama would kill us both if she knew.” 

“She won't know, little lovely darling. 
I’ve an apartment over the store. We could 
sit and talk. And play records.” 

“T . . . love music,” I murmered. 

“Tomorrow night. then Suzy?” 

Foe AD tight.” 

Brad Keeler was very much all right—in 
every way. I liked him a lot, spent many 
hours in his apartment—and spent quite a 
bit of his money. Our secret idyl ended 
four months later when he was called back 
to active duty, for he was a reserve officer 
in the army. I missed him for a while— 
until Mr. J. Cuthbert King took his place. 
Jay, as he wanted me to call him, was 
handsome in a mature way, with athletic 
figure, and much charm. He, like Brad 
Keeler, thought that I was a virgin, and 
was, therefore, more tender—and more 
generous than he otherwise might have 
been. It was his money which really en- 
abled me to go to college, where I majored 
in social studies. The sum Mama had saved 
for that purpose wouldn’t have seen me 
through even my first year. But Jay saw 
me through all the way. And visited me 


hoping he 





weekends several times a year during the 
school terms. 

It was at college that I met Hal Rice, 
who was working on his doctorate in so- 
ciology. He wasn’t much to look at—a tall, 
thin fellow, with only passable features, 
But he was extremely likeable, for he had 
a warm, understanding personality. And 
nice brown eyes that could say more than 
many could manage with the spoken word. 

I had a tiny apartment—Jay’s idea, and 
Jay’s expense—to which I invited Hal, at 
first to prove to him that I could really 
cook, which he either didn’t believe, or 
pretended not to. So I made him a steak 
dinner, and afterward, played swing on my 
ornate combo—Jay’s gift—and served us 
a few glasses of sherry wine. 

I hadn’t any particular desire for Hal, 
just considered him an engaging big lug 
who was a lot of fun. But as we sat on my 
divan., listening to the music, sipping wine. 
I decided that if he got into the mood. | 
wouldn’t make it too difficult for him. 

And he got into the mood, all right. I'd 
learned to sense the way a man was feel- 
ing, and I knew before the evening was 
over. Hal was really bothered. But he 
didn’t do anything about it except when 
his “temperature” got too high, he grabbed 
my hand, kissed it, and hastily said he had 
to go. as of right then. 

After his almost panicky departure I 
giggled to myself, thinking what a timid 
Jad he turned out to be. But I didn’t mind. 
In fact, I rather liked it. Because it was a 
most refreshing change from the way most 
men acted when they were alone with me. 
Not that I minded that, either! There 
hadn’t been many. I’d learned to be care- 
ful—very careful. So as not to foul up my 
reputation; also, so as not to foul up 
with Jay. 

After that, Hal was at my apartment 
quite often. And he sort of grew on me, 
or something. Because pretty quick I was 
real fond of him—liked to baby him. make 
him comfortable, read material for him 
needed for his doctor’s thesis. It never 
occurred to me that I was falling for the 
guy. For one reason, I’d let him make his 
own pace, although I could have jarred 
him into high anytime I chose. I knew how 
to do that—to make men warm up. 

I didn’t work that on Hal. I really 
thought my liking for him was as a pal. 
I'd never experienced such a feeling be- 
fore. Perhaps that’s why, for quite a while, 
I didn’t realize I was in love with him. Be- 
cause I’d never been in love before. 

Only then did I appreciate his restraint 
—the way he fought himself into control. 
He wanted me like kids want candy—real 
eagerly. But, I figured, he was one of those 
decent guys you read about in books, whose 
like I'd never met before. And, frankly, 
whose existence I’d doubted. 

If I hadn’t been so dumb, I’d have 
known the man was as much in love with 
me, as I was with him. But the true nature 
of our feeling for each other had not yet 
dawned on me. Nor did it until one night 





em & see ee oe 6olClUe ee Oe 


ring the 


al Rice, 
2 iN sSo- 
—a tall, 
eatures, 
he had 
y. And 
re than 
n word, 
ea, and 
Hal, at 
| really 
eve, or 
a steak 
ron my 
‘ved us 


or Hal, 
big lug 
on my 
g wine, 
nood, | 
m. 

ht. I'd 
is feel- 
1g was 
3ut he 
- when 
rabbed 


he had 


ture | 
timid 
mind. 
was a 
y most 
th me. 
There 
> care- 
up my 
ul up 


rtment 
yn me. 
I was 
make 
r him 
never 
or the 
ke his 
jarred 
w how 


really 
a pal. 
ig be- 
while, 


1. Be- 


traint 
ntrol. 
—real 
those 
whose 
inkly, 


have 
with 
ature 
rt yet 
night 





Hal showed me a letter from a research 
foundation offering him a position at very 
good pay. 

After I’d oohed and aahed over it, 
showed my happiness at his good luck, he 
came over to where I was sitting, got down 
on one knee, kissed the hem of my skirt, 
and looking into my eyes in a way that told 
me before he spoke what he was going to 
say. he said, quietly, deeply, sincerely: 
“Suzy, I love you. I’m in a position to sup- 
port a wife now. And I’d like you to marry 
me.” 

It hit me then, like an exploding grenade: 
What I’d been feeling for this man was 
love! And right away quick, I leaned down 
toward him and said softly, “I love you, 
too, darling. And I'll marry you whenever 
you want.” 


and 


E UTTERED A CRAZY sound like a 

happy growl and picked me up in his 
arms and kissed me and pranced around 
the room, bouncing me in his arms like a 
baby until I shrieked and begged him to 
stop. We collapsed on my divan like a 
couple of zany kids, clutching each other, 
kissing, murmuring endearments that 
never got quite finished. And before he 
left, he had shown me that he had iron 
control over himself. For I'd tried to stir 
him into doing what suddenly seemed 
necessary at that moment—and perhaps, 
under the circumstances, permissible. 

But my wonderful old Hal didn’t quite 
lose control. And apologized for coming 
so near to it. And when I whispered, in 
my final try, “What does it matter, be- 
loved? We’re engaged, aren’t we?” 

I had put my arms around him as I 
spoke, and gently, but firmly he removed 


them. “Lay off, Suzy,” he said, breathing 
hard. “Don’t make it any tougher for 


me, huh?” 

“Why not?” I breathed, still hopeful. 

“Because, my sweet, innocent baby, be- 
ing engaged isn’t being married.” he in- 
formed me sternly. “We can wait, can’t 
we?” 

“Of course we can,” I said hastily. “I 
guess—I mean, I—I got a little too over- 
joyed, didn’t 1?” 

“T reckon you did,” Hal drawled with a 
grin. “And so did I. But. sugar, it won’t 
be like that forever, huh?” 

“It won’t indeed,” I agreed fervently. 
“Will darling, I 
hope?” 

“Tomorrow, if you like,” he said. “But 
I'd kind of like us to have a real wedding. 
You know with our folks there and all.” 


we be married soon, 


“Darling!” I cried delightedly. “What 
an old-fashioned angel you are!” Then I 


just had to kiss him when I added, “But 
I'd love it that way too.” 

For the next couple of weeks we were 
quite busy making plans. I was so happy 
I felt like dancing. My marriage would be 
a jolt to Jay. But what did that matter in 
comparison with my great happiness? I 
was so much in love with Hal that some- 
times it hurt! But in a wonderful way. 


And wasn’t I glad I'd met Hal—met my 
real fate? Because I hadn’t dreamed love 
could be so great—so powerful it could 
make a new person of you. 

That’s what was happening to me. Anc 
the one dark cloud on my otherwise bright 
horizon was my increasing dislike of de- 
ceiving Hal. Because he thought I was a 
good girl, probably a virgin, for that’s how 
he had treated me—as though I was. Lov- 
ing him as much and as deeply as I did, 
could I marry him without his knowing of 
my “past”? 

I tried to shoo such thoughts out of my 
mind, but they kept insistently returning. 
It was against all my instincts to do so, but 
finally, one night, I told him—the whole 
story, starting with Carl. 

I knew quite well that my happiness was 
at stake, and even as I related my disdeeds 
and tried to justify them, I sensed that I 
was going to lose. for Hal’s face had gone 
grim and rock-like and he was clenching 
his teeth so that his jaw muscles bunched 
out tautly. 


I never did quite finish. I couldn’t. Not 
seeing that terrible look on Hal’s face. And 


when my voice finally dwindled away, he 
got up, his jaws working as though he 
was trying to speak, but could not. Then 
unsteadily to the door, opened 
it, and turning, stared at me with a burn- 
ing gaze that made me shiver. His jaw 
worked again, and this time he spoke. Or 
rather, spat three words at me, then jerked 
the door shut—and it was all over. Ex- 
cept the echo of his bitter farewell, which 
still quivered throughout me like the touch 
of death. 

For what he had shouted at me was, 
“You—Scarlet—W oman!” 

And in my misery. I remembered that 

“Scarlet Woman” was the epithet applied 
by Christians to the sinful city of Babylon, 
back in Biblical times, for it was known 
as “The Mother of Harlots.” 
’ And Hal had thought of me as evil and 
wicked after I’d told him about myself. 
And had hurled that awful name at me 
and walked out of my life. 

I had hoped he would be understand- 
ing, and big enough to forgive me. But I 
couldn’t blame him because he wasn’t. He 
believed in decency, and practiced it. He 
abhorred indecency—which in his view, / 
had practiced. I had broken the rules, the 
code. And whether those rules, that code 
which seemed so unfair, were right or 
wrong, they were powerful enough to crush 
those who did not follow them. 

As I was being crushed. 

Only much later, years later, did I un- 
derstand those very rules, that very code 
which I had rebelled against, was really 
the greatest protection that women could 
have; and that it extended to their chil- 
dren, and their children’s children, to the 
end of insuring a world in which they 


he strode 


could grow safely and perpetuate their 
species to the greater glory of God. 
But for me, that understanding had 


come much too late. 


THE END 
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minute cowering away like I was going 
to rape her, the next chasing after me and 
latching onto me like she never meant to 
let me go. But whatever it was, I wanted 
no part of it. 
[ stopped just inside the room and 
wled, “Okay, break it up, you.” 


My name is Candela, not You,” she 
murmured muffledly, tightening her grip 
on my neck. 


I figured I knew how to make her let me 
real quick. I carried her to the bed 
nd dumped her on it. Or tried to. Be- 
cause she didn’t unlock her hold on my 
neck. And her weight pulled me down. 
We hit the mattress so hard the bed 
ngs squeaked loudly. I was still im- 
prisoned by those soft arms, and now I was 
ishioned by that soft body. And breath- 
hard, I lay still for a few seconds, 
feeling the blood starting to race through 
me in a hot flood. 
Okay,” I muttered thickly, “you asked 
it.” Her only answer was to free one 
of her hands and run it through my hair. I 
forgot everything then except the raging 
desire she had aroused in me. Then sud- 
denly her sharp teeth bit into my neck 
ind the next instant she had writhed free. 
| gaped at her stupidly, a great roaring 
billowing through my head, a red fog 
hanging like a thin curtain between us. 
She was edging toward the door, her eyes 
glaring at me murderously, her hair a 
filmy disordered black cloud swirling 
round her shoulders, her dress badly dis- 
irranged. Fury suddenly blazed through 
me like heat lightning. 

I rolled off the bed and made a grab 
but she dodged and leaped to the 
She got it open and was half way 
into the hall when I lunged again. That 
time I grabbed the back of her dress and 

of her hair. I yanked her back into 
the room and got between her and the door 


Spl 
t 


for her 


and bolted it. 
She faced me like an enraged tigress, 
her eyes flashing, he~ lips drawn back in a 


feline snarl, backing up slowly as I ad- 
vanced toward her. 
scream!” she warned in a hard 


1 
| 


whisper. 
And Pll break your neck,” I shot back 
in a savage growl. “You can’t do this to 
little girl!” 

By then she was almost to the door of 
the little bathroom by the head of the bed; 
ind an instant before she whirled and tried 
to dash inside it, I sprang, got one hand 

er shoulder, Lut she ducked and it 
slid off. My fingers tightened on the back 





of her dress and when she tried to jerk 
away, the material ripped half way down, 
and with a furious tug, I completed the 
job, even to tearing the garment entirely 
off of her, including her sheer slip. The 
gorgeous beauty of her dark gold, unclad 
body hit me like a rush of heat from a 
blast furnace. My throat dried up, my 
senses swam and my body blazed with a 
terrible agony of desire. 

Blindly I reached out, felt my hands on 
hot, silken flesh, felt them tighten on it, 
knew I was crushing it, heard her cry out 
in pain... and by exerting every ounce 
of a will-power I didn’t know I had, I re- 
leased her, turned my back on her, shud- 
dering from head to foot, feeling like I 
was coming apart all over. 

I stood like that, fighting the mad desire 
to whirl and possess that girl ruthlessly, 
mercilessly, bestially. One part of me 
raged at me for being a stupid fool, urged 
me to act like a man, to take what I 
wanted, regardless. But another insistent- 
ly urged me not to, cried out that if I 
did it would be the act of a beast, not 
a man. That part won. For I stumbled 
toward the door, having a hard time get- 
ting enough air. Having a hard time, peri- 
od. My hands were clumsy when I tried 
to unbolt the door. Everything sort of 
swam before my eyes. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” a 
low, vibrant voice demanded. “You come 
back here!” 

Slowly I looked over my shoulder. The 
girl’s face was all I saw. a tawny golden 
mask with glowing black jewels for eyes. 
The rest of her was beneath the rose silk 
covers of the bed. I shook my head mutely 
and tried again to unbolt the door. I had 
to get out of there. I didn’t know why, but 
the feeling was urgent. Yet I was so be- 
fuddled my hands wouldn’t obey me. It 
was like a nightmare. The room faded into 
darkness, and I thought despairingly that 
I was blacking out. 

Then it came to me that the girl had 
switched off the bed lamps. The next in- 
stant I felt her hands groping against me, 
closing around one of my wrists, pulling 
me so hard I stumbled into her, lost my 
balance and carried her to the floor with 
me as I fell. 

I must have hurt her when we hit the 
floor, even though it was thickly carpeted, 
but she didn’t cry out or say anything. 
And when I tried to push myself up, she 
locked her arms around my neck and 
pulled me back. Then her hands slid 
caressingly over my face and on to my 
shoulders where they dug into my flesh 
like sharp knives. Again I tried to raise 
up, but instantly her arms zipped around 
my neck and pulled my face to hers so 
that our mouths were crushed together and 
that forceful contact was like an electrical 
shock so powerful I jerked free with an 
involuntary upward thrust of my forearms. 

I could have gotten up then, for the girl 
made no effort to hold me. But as I 
stared down through the darkness at her 


face, which I couldn’t see, I didn’t want 
to. Slowly I lowered my head, felt hot, 
moist, widely-parted lips beneath mine, 
and then our mouths were fused as if by 
living fire . . . which roared through me 
like a flaming hurricane . . . sweeping me 
deep, deep into the pulsating center of 
shattering ecstasy ... 

Beyond that, I remembered nothing un- 
til my mind came into focus at some un- 
determined time later. I lay quietly on the 
downy bed, trying to get things straight in 
my mind. But all I knew for sure was, I'd 
been through a terrific experience, a phys- 
ical and emotional explosion which had 
left me with a pleasant feeling of weari- 
ness, a kind of languor. It was all sort of 
dreamy. To be sure it really had happened, 
I reached out cautiously and my fingers 
tingled when they touched the sleeping 
figure beside me. 

Then, as though the silken feel of that 
warm, smooth flesh was not enough proof, 
I switched on one of the bed lamps. In its 
pale pink glow I gazed down on the golden 
features of this strange Puerto Rican girl 
whose name was Candela. I hadn’t real- 
ized it before, but they were beautiful, 
exotic features, in a frame of tumbled 
blue-black tresses, which just now might 
have belonged to a child—a very lovely 
child. As I looked down upon the sweet, 
innocent visage. my heart swelled with a 
tender, bitter-sweet emotion. It seemed im- 
possible that its owner was the snarling 
tigress of such a short time ago. 

I turned off the light, still trying to make 
sense out of this whole, fantastic episode, 
particularly the bewildering actions of this 
Candela girl: One minute frightened, cow- 
ering, like when we first were alone in this 
room. Then, when I started to walk out. 
she had been yielding, seductive, only to 
turn into a little wildcat when I warmed 
to her caresses. And, when I tried to walk 
out again, she had been a creature of 
passion, whose kiss was like fire . . 

I couldn’t figure it. And I didn’t try any 
longer, but yielded to the sweet drowsiness 
that tugged at me and sank into dreamless 
sleep. It seemed only seconds later, but 
the daylight which outlined the drawn 
blinds said it was hours, when I had a 
sensation of being slowly towed up through 
warm, dark waters toward the glimmer of 
surface brightness. Then my sluggish pace 
increased and just before I hit the top I 
came wide awake, because a wonderful, 
exciting sensation was surging through me. 

And no wonder, for my arms were full 
of warm, vibrant femininity and lips of 
flame covered mine, fiercely demanding. 
My response was equally fierce, even sav- 
age, but it was matched with a fury that 
only supreme brutality could satisfy . . . 
as an embattled warrior beats down his 
raging opponent with giant, thudding 
blows ... 


66 ME: I’M STARVED,” Candela sighed 
. lazily. “But right now, I'll settle 
for a cigarette, Tex.” 
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I lit a fag and stuck it between her red 
lips. “As soon as you feel like it,” I sug- 
gested, “how’s about getting out of here 
and taking on some chow? I could eat a 
horse. hide and all.” 

Candela inhaled deeply and blew a thin 
blue smoke plume. “I'd get put into jail,” 
she laughed. 

“You don’t think the cops are waiting 
outside, do you?” I asked jokingly. 

“Naw. I’d get arrested for indecent ex- 
posure or something,” she giggled. “A big 
brute named Tex tore my clothes off me 
last night.” 

“Gosh. that’s right!” I exclaimed in dis- 
may. “I’m sorry about that, honey. And—” 

“Well, [’m not!” Candela declared, 
squeezing my hand real hard. “It was a 
swell bang, darling.” 

I stared at her. “Sweetie, I can’t figure 
you. I mean, how does a guy ever know 
what to expect?” 

Candela grinned like an impish kid. 
“He doesn’t. How could he, when I myself 
don’t know what I’m going to do next?” 

“Anyway,” I said, baffled, but liking 
her more than I’d have admitted, even to 
myself, “I'll get you some more clothes. 
But how will you get to a store?” 

“Why.” she replied with a wide-eyed 
smile. “Ill just wrap a towel around me 
and—” 

“Yeah, and start a riot,” I jeered. “Be 
serious, honey. This is a problem, you 
know. Maybe if you told me what to get, I 
could—” 

Candela laughed derisively. 
look funny in the stuff you got.” 

“Then what'll we do?” I asked help- 
lessly. 

“Oh, if the lady’s got a ’phone here. I'll 
call a shop where I trade and tell them 
what I want and have them send it here by 
messenger.” She ground out her cigarette 
in an ash tray and took mine and treated 
it likewise. Then she snuggled up close 
and brushed my lips with hers. “But all 
that can wait. Right now, I’ve got other 
things on my mind, lover. I'll give you one 
little teeny guess.” 

“Yeah, but look honey,” I began, “why 
don’t you make your call first. then—” 

“Oh, shut up your big foolish mouth,” 
she commanded, slipping her arms around 
me, “and kiss me before I bite your ears 
off!” 

It wasn’t at all hard to obey. 

Candela, clad in one of the landlady’s 
tent-like dressing robes, finally made the 
call around noon. While she was telephon- 
ing, I slipped the landlady a couple of 
bucks to fix us coffee and toast. I didn’t 
know what would develop, but by then I 
did know that I was going into a bad spin 
over the lush Puerto Rican babe; and all 
sorts of wild ideas were bumbling through 
my head, the main one being, that I’d like 
to snatch her in my arms and run off with 
her, somewhere far away. 

Because I felt toward her as a brand 
new bridegroom must feel toward his bride: 
Tender, protective, wanting to give her the 
moon, the stars, even gold candy bars. Or 


“Td 


sure 


whatever. I knew I was kiting like a 
chump, but it was real great—the great- 
est! Like organ music and champagne 
and silver moonlight, all mixed up, inside. 
Real crazy. 

At the very same time, what common 
sense I had left said okay, so you ran into 
a gorgeous babe and you had yourself a 
ball and now it’s time you ran out—and 
caught yourself an armload of southbound 
plane. Remember? Texas? Mom and 
Dad? And—Alma? You’d better cut out, 
boy, you’ve really had that fling you wanted 
before you settled down to married life. 
Okay? 

Nope. It was not okay. I knew it def- 
initely was not when Candela returned 
from ordering her clothes. She was in 
another. entirely new mood: Gay. bubbling 
with life, making our “hostess” chuckle 
with her zany antics as she danced around 
in that huge borrowed robe. delighting 
me, enchanting me with her coquetry. her 
gamin charm, the way she made love to 
me with every glance of her flashing black 
eyes. 

We were still in the living room when 
the messenger arrived with a big package 
for Miss Candela Camargo, for which I 
paid seventy-eight bucks—and liked pay- 
ing it. I knew for sure then that I had it 
bad! And it kind of scared me. 

Candela made me stay in the living room 
until she donned her new outfit. It took 
quite a while. But when returned, 
twirling around gracefully in front of me 
like a model, I whistled feelingly. wonder- 
ing how she had wrought such a change 
so quickly. I don’t know what kind of 
dress it was, except that it was kind of 
rich and shiny. of some reddish brown 
stuff which emphasized every curve in her 


she 


body. 

Halting in front of me. she glanced at 
me flirtatiously over her shoulder and 
asked, “You like. Tex?” 

I nodded admiringly. about ready to 
bounce up and hug her when she spun to 
me and dropped onto my lap. demanding, 
“Do you like me, too?” 

I took a deep breath and fell off the 
deep end. “I not only like you. Candela 
Camargo,” I said. feeling all choked up. “I 
love you. And I'd like to marry you, if 
you'll have me.” 

Her reaction knocked me 
Because she burst into tears, burying her 


almost out. 
face on my chest and crying so hard my 
shirt front was quickly sopping wet. I 
didn’t know what to think. I rocked her 
comfortingly in my arms, cuddling her to 
me, and murmuring all kinds of mushy 
stuff until suddenly she sat up, took the 
handkerchief from my breast pocket and 
wiped her face. And except for a few little 
sniffs, the storm was over. 

“You’re sweet, Tex.” she told me, stuff- 
ing my handkerchief back into my pocket. 

“Why did you cry when I asked you to 
gently. 
way I felt,” 


marry me?” I inquired 
“Because that’s the 
replied with a faraway sort of smile. 


she 
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“Well—will you?” I persisted. 

“Maybe yes, maybe no,” she replied. 
[hen she gave me a quick kiss and jumped 
up and started fumbling in her handbag. 

I'll bet I look a mess,” she said, opening 
her compact and regarding herself critic- 
ally. Then deftly, quickly, she powdered 
her face, applied lipstick, smoothed it 
with her little finger, and turned to me. 
Okay. Tex, let’s go,” she said brightly. 

We went. As we emerged from the 
habby building I had the feeling of hav- 
ng been in it a long time. And_I asked 

vself if it was really only last night that 

had entered it, fleeing the police? 

When we got out on the sidewalk, I 
asked, “Where to, Candela?” 

“T’ve got to go home and tell some big 

about where I was last night,” she said 
vith a laugh. 

“You live with your folks?” I inquired. 

“Oh, sure,” she replied with a short 
laugh. 

“Do I—uh—get to meet them?” 

“No!” 

“Oh. I see.” 

No you don’t! It’d be worth your life 
go into my block after last night. After 
what you did to those guys!” 

‘You know them?” 

“Oh, sure. The one that drove off was 
Pepe. chief of the Los Gallos gang. He’s 
been sweet on me a long time. The other 
two were his stooges, Lupe and Pato. They 
hang out in my block. If they saw us to- 
gether they would know for sure you were 
the one that gave them those hits on the 
head last night.” 

“They don’t worry me, Candela.” 

“Tex—please! I don’t want no more 
trouble.” 

We had reached Seventh Avenue and 
Candela stopped, and I asked stiffly, 

When do I see you again? Or—do I?” 

Of course, silly. On this corner, right 
here. In a couple of hours. Okay?” 
It'll have to be,” I shrugged. 

Right there, with people passing close 
by. she flung her arms around me and 
pulled my head down and kissed me. 
Then, even while the reaction to that sud- 
den, blazing caress was burning through 
me. she darted across the wide thorough- 
fare, nimbly evading the fast moving traf- 
fic. She paused, like a bird in flight, on 
he island in the middle of the street, 
flashed an over-the-shoulder smile in my 
direction, and took off again. But she did 

look back any more even after she 

eached the other side of the street and I 

itched her lithe figure vanishing down 
cross street with a feeling of a heavy 
ight pressing down on my heart. 

Long after I could no longer see her I 

od there, wondering about her—where 

lived, what kind of people her parents 
were, her life in the crowded barrio of 
Spanish Harlem—a dangerous life, judging 
by the attaek upon her which I had broken 
up last night. Finally I crossed the avenue 
and hailed a northbound taxi. 

At my hotel, I went straight up to my 
room, showered, dressed carefully in one 
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of the new suits I’d bought at Jackie’s and 
ordered a steak, but when it came I had no 
appetite, a rare thing for me. Then I went 
into the bar and had a couple of shots of 
brandy, but it did nothing for me but 
deepen my feeling of depression, my fear 
I'd never see Candela again. 

And a half hour before the two hours 
had passed which marked the time Can- 
dela had promised to meet me, I was back 
on the corner where she’d left me. It was 
then three-thirty. At five I was still hang- 
ing around there—and she hadn’t shown. 
Several times my heart had leaped with 
gladness when I thought I glimpsed her 
amid the brightly clad throngs of the 
neighborhood. But always it was another 
girl, to my deep disappointment. 

I tried to make myself sore about being 
stood up. No soap. I also tried to bring 
myself to regard what had happened be- 
tween us as a mere unimportant incident 
of a kind common in a big city—just a 
chance meeting under circumstances that 
had seemed exciting and romantic. That 
didn’t work either. The way I felt, I 
couldn’t live without Candela. 

But by five-thirty I had convinced myself 
she wasn’t going to appear, ever. So I 
crossed the street and got a taxi and re- 
turned to my hotel. I made a telephone 
call from my room to the airline which 
scheduled flights to my part of the country 
and made a reservation for a midnight 
plane. And I thought, “That does it,” and 
I started getting packed. 

As I was folding a pair of slacks to put 
into my foot locker, I held them in my 
hands for a while, then, without allowing 
myself to think about what I was going to 
do, I changed into those slacks and a sport 
shirt, which seemed to have been the 
dominant garb of the Puerto Rican sec- 
tion. Although I didn’t consciously figure 
it out, the idea was, I wouldn’t be so con- 
spicuous in Spanish Harlem, dressed like 
everyone else. 


IFTEEN MINUTES later, I was stroll- 

ing slowly down the block in which 
Candela had said she lived. The street 
was full of yelling kids playing stick 
ball, the sidewalks thronged with dark- 
haired, dark-eyed people chattering in 
Spanish; and from the windows of the 
old brownstone buildings, now tenements, 
and even older and more dingy apartment 
buildings, and from the basement shops, 
flowed the music of radio and juke box, 
and shrill conversations pitched to override 
the general discordance. 

I had the feeling of being in a foreign 
land, although many of these people on 
the crowded, noisy street were dark- 
skinned, with the same type of wiry hair 
I had, but they, too, were of Puerto Rico 
and aroused no feeling of kinship in me. 

I moved through the shifting knots of 
loungers on the sidewalk feeling a stranger, 
warily, watchfully, every sense alert, as so 
often I had when, as a member of the Air 
Police, I had threaded my way among 


crowds of often hostile Japanese, when I 
was overseas. 

In mid-block I slowed down, taking my 
time about lighting a cigarette while I 
studied the buildings in which Candela 
might live. It seemed hopeless unless she 
herself chanced to appear—which she did 
not. I had a feeling of being stared at. 

A thin youngster eased up beside me. 
“You lookin’ for somethin’, mister?” he 
asked in a whisper. 

“Like what?” I grinned, looking down 
on the ragged, bright-eyed urchin. 

He hesitated, then grinned back at me. 
“Like bammies, maybe?” he suggested 
hopefully. 

“Bammies?” 

“Aw, you know: Boom. Tea. Reefers.” 

“Sorry, kid, I’m not in the market right 
now.” 

“Well, how about a girl? I can take you 
where some slick debs are, mister. Real 
fine debs.” 

I looked down at him and took a half- 
dollar out and handed it to him. He 
grabbed it eagerly, backing away as if 
scared I'd take it back. “What’s this for?” 
he piped shrilly. 

“For you,” I laughed. Then casually I 
asked, “Do you happen to know where the 
Camargo family lives.” 

The kid screwed up his face as though 
thinking hard. Then he brightened. “Th’ 
only Camargoes I know live right down 
there,” he said, pointing back down the 
block. “Candela and Pepe, her old man.” 
He giggled and added knowingly, “They 
been on a bust lately. They’re always 
fightin’ and carryin’ on like crazy. But 
boy, she sure is pretty, hey?” 

“Yeah,” I agreed. “She sure is.” 

“She a friend of yours?” he asked with 
a grin. “I can fix it with Pepe for you. I 
hear she come back today. Pepe would 
like to make a little business right now, I 
bet.” 

“Never mind,” I said, feeling sick all 
over. “Some other time, maybe.” I turned 
the corner and started walking south, my 
mind in a turmoil of unhappy ferment, 
lead in my heart, as realization flooded 
through me that Candela was . . . a pros- 
titute. Candela, the lovely girl I’d wanted 
to marry, Candela the tigress who had 
given me the greatest rapture I’d ever 
know, Candela the gay, flame-like sprite 
whose kiss was as living fire... 

How long I walked I don’t know, but as 
I tramped the streets, conscious only of my 
own inner torment, my bitterness, my 
jealousy of her sleek pander and of every 
man who’d bought her favors, darkness 
settled, street lights blinked on . . . and 
I learned the meaning of something close 
to heartbreak ... 

Somewhere far from where I had start- 
ed, I hailed a cab. When it crossed over 
to Seventh Avenue and went north, toward 
my hotel, I watched until we passed the 
corner where less than twenty-four hours 
ago I’d seen Candela Camargo for the first 
time, and where my story began. 


So, let it end there. THE END 
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I Walked 


Into Sin 

(Continued from — 27) 
and that nothing would matter to me but 
Bill—Bill and our love. 

It was Millie, my roommate, who took 
me to the cocktail party where I met him. 
I noticed him even before we were intro- 
duced. He was older, about twenty-eight, 
and though I didn’t think him really 
handsome, I knew that he had something 
—something to make a girl look at him 
twice. But I don’t like him, I thought, as 
I saw him bending close to a very pretty 
girl. He’s too sure of himself—too con- 
ceited. He thinks any girl will fall at his 
feet. That’s what I really thought then. I 
didn’t count on his charm and the persua- 
sive way of his that could bend the strong- 
est opposition. 

Millie introduced me around to a few 
people and though I thought the crowd 
was a little too sophisticated for me. I was 
fascinated by it. This was what city-living 
was really like, I thought—this was the 
kind of party you might read about in a 
story. I wanted to pinch myself to make 
sure that it was true. Why, what if I had 
married Jeffrey! I would have missed all 
of this. But I knew deep in my heart that 
Iwas only saying that to try to erase the 
memory of Jeffrey from my mind. I hadn’t 
forgotten him. 

The nights were the most terrible, the 
loneliest part of each day. So many mem- 
ories would flood me then. I would re- 
member dates—dates I had thought I had 
long forgotten. There was no erasing the 
memory of dark, laughing eyes, the sound 
of a deep voice, the husky way it sounded 
when he whispered words of love, when 
he kissed me and told me that one day 
soon we would no longer be saying good 
night. 

We would be in our home together and 
we would never be afraid of too-tantalizing 
kisses. We would never have to tear our- 
selves to pieces and separate, for we would 
know love in its fullest meaning. Why 
couldn’t I forget, I’'d ask myself over and 
over, when Jeffrey had long forgotten? 
Why did I torture myself like this? Time 
will make me stop remembering, I'd tell 
myself. Just a little more time, Julie. 

But even in a crowd of people I remem- 
bered, even as I tried to tell myself that I 
was really living now, having a wonderful 
time. Only in my heart I knew that it was 
a lie. For when Jeffrey was dead to me, 
there would be no more comparing. I 
would live only in the present. 

I guess I was staring into space, my 
thoughts far away, when Bill caught sight 
of me. I suppose I intrigued him a little 
so that he stopped on his way into the 
kitchenette and zaid to the girl beside 
him, the hostess, in a voice loud enough 





for me to hear: “Now look at that. A pen- 
sive face, a much too-thoughtful face at a 
happy gathering like this. Do you know 
her, Mary Jane?” 

I felt myself flush as I looked straight 
into his eyes and saw the laughter there 

. . and knew that he was laughing at 
me. I felt like a little girl and I wanted 
to run and run until I found myself in the 
safety of home again where people never 
thought I was anything to be pitied—that 

before Jeffrey had made me the most 
talked-about girl in town. 

I had talked to Mary Jane briefly when 
we'd first come and she remembered my 
name and who I was. “Julie, I’d like you 
to meet Bill Sullivan,” she said. “Julie is 
Millie’s roommate,” she explained to him. 
“You know Millie?” 

He nodded and put out his hand. “Hi, 
Julie. Welcome.” The odd thing was that 
he sounded as though he meant it, as 
though he were really a sincere person. 

I smiled at him uncertainly, not forget- 
ting that I had already decided I didn’t 
like him. “You’ve been cheating,” he said. 
“Oh, I know what’s going on in your mind. 
You’ve seen me _ around—and _you’ve 
formed an opinion of me even before you 
knew me. Right?” 

I flushed again. How uncanny he was. I 
decided the best way to disarm him would 
be to meet him with equal frankness. 

“You’re very perceptive,” I said coolly. 
“That’s exactly what I’ve done.” 

Gently he disengaged Mary Jane’s hand 
that rested lightly on his arm. “You will 
forgive me, if I don’t get you 
that drink I promised.” He looked quickly 
about him, then beckoned to a man who 
was standing with two or three people but 
looked as if he might be interested in talk- 
face. “Hank, I’ve got an 
errand for you. Our pretty little hostess 
needs a drink. I can’t get it for her right 
I’ve got something else to attend to,” 





won't you, 


ing to a new 


now. 
he said meaningfully, looking straight at 
me. 


FELT SUDDENLY shy and afraid and 

turned to walk away. Oh, why didn’t I 
know I was doing the very thing that 
would make Bill more interested in me? 
Why didn’t I flirt with him then, lead him 
on so that it all would have ended like 
that? But at the time I wasn’t playing 
any games. He had laughed at me and I 
wanted to get away. I had been right, I 
decided, when I had summed him up as 
being too conceited. 

He caught hold cf my arm and the smile 
he gave me was boyish, sweet. “I haven’t 
been brushed off in a long time,” he said. 
“Please. don’t go. Let’s talk awhile and 
get acquainted.” 

I laughed then. I couldn’t help it. Okay, 
I’d stay, I decided. He’d be so bored he’d 
leave me alone. For, of course, he would 
find me naive. 

“T was bound for a drink when your 
pensive eye caught me,” he grinned. “Sup- 
pose we have a drink together—I have a 
wonderful toast in mind.” 
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“You make it hard for a person to 
refuse you,” I said lightly. “You're quite 
persuasive.” 

I was wrong though. When we finished 
our drink, he didn’t leave me as I'd 
thought he would. 

Instead he went armed with two plates 
in search of some food. “Aren’t you carry- 
ing this a little too far?” I asked curiously. 

He looked at me and the puzzled ex- 
pression on his face was real. “But I like 
you. I really do. Look.” he said, and I 
saw that he was very serious. “look, are 
you bored with me? Is that it? Do you 
want to get away?” 

For a moment we looked steadily at 
each other. I think maybe it was then 
that I realized that I'd never want to get 
away—not if he really wanted me. But I 
couldn’t believe that he would. and _be- 
cause I didn’t want to get hurt again I 
knew that I’d have to take him lightly, 
remember that he sweet talked every girl. 
I’d seen him at work before he even knew 
I existed. 

“No, Bill, I don’t want to get away.” I 
said. I waited for some flippant remark 
but there was none. 

“I’m glad. Julie.” he said instead. 
actually scared there for a minute.” 

He took me home from the party. And 
again he surprised me when he didn’t 
try to kiss me. “I want to see you again, 
Julie. Tomorrow.” 


“T was 


I looked at him disbelievingly. Did he 
expect me to believe it? “I’m busy,” I said 


in a disinterested voice. 

“Day after tomorrow?” 

I shook my head. “I’m afraid not.” 

“Then when, Julie?” 

“Do you mean it—that you want to see 
me?” I asked uncertainly. “I didn’t think 
you did.” 

He pressed his hands gently on my 
shoulders and looked at me searchingly. 

“T wouldn’t believe there was a person 
like you if I hadn’t met you myself. Look, 
honey, what do I have to do to convince 
you that I really like you? I’ve been trying 
all evening and I seem to have failed miser- 
ably.” 

“I’m free tomorrow night, Bill,” 
in a quiet voice. 

I couldn’t fall asleep for a long time 
after I went to bed. And for the first 
time it wasn’t Jeffrey’s face that kept me 
awake. It was Bill’s. He’s not for you, I 
kept telling myself over and over. Break 
it off now—while you can. And when I 
finally slept. it was with the determination 
not to see him again. 

But Bill was so nice the following eve- 
ning, so sweet and sincere that I won- 
dered if I were wrong in my first opinion 
of him and I saw him again. On this night, 
we went to a small night club where there 
was a band for dancing and Bill told me 
a great deal about himself. He was a 
free-lance commercial artist and he did 
very well with it. When he wanted to 
work, he said, he worked. When he wanted 
to take off for several weeks, he.took off. 


I said 


“Tt’s the kind of life you dream of hav- 
ing and know that you'll never get.” he 
told me. “I’m talking about the ordinary 
guy—I mean, the ones who are hemmed 
in by hours. That’s not for me, I always 
told myself. I’m lucky that way. I get 
what I want.” He looked at me steadily 
and there was no mistaking the look 
his eyes. In that moment, at least, for 
some strange reason I couldn’t understand, 
I knew that he wanted me. I guess in a 
way I was thrilled ... but yet I was 
afraid too. He was so sure of himself—so 
complete in himself, somehow. What would 
a girl mean to him? Even if he loved 
her, would it last—really last? 

His next words told me the answer and 
they both shocked me and hurt me. “I 
look on marriage in the same way,” he 
went on thoughtfully. “It hems you in.” 
He paused. took a long moment to light 
a cigarette. “That’s not for me either.” he 
went on. “That’s—for the ordinary guys. 
I'll have love—when I want it. When it’s 
finished—for the girl or for me—there 
won't be any big fuss about a divorce, no 
talk about settlements. That’s too messy. 
I know.” and his voice was bitter now. “I 
saw it first-hand. I was ten thea.” 

“Your parents?” I whispered. I didn’t 
know this Bill. He was suddenly far away 
from me, a bitter, disillusioned man that 
I feared—even as I pitied him. 

“Parents?” he laughed. It was just a 
sound though without the meaning of 
laughter. “Oh sure, they called themselves 
that. They’d done a big thing. You see, 
they had given me birth through an acci- 
dent of fate. My mother’s body carried 
me—my father’s money fed me, clothed 
me. If you call that parents, then I had 
parents.” 

I laid my hand gently on his, and my 
heart was crying for him. This explained 
so much. Artists were sensitive and hurt 
easily. No wonder he was trying to make 
sure that no one should hurt him ever. 
But he was wrong, terribly wrong. 

“Bill, it isn’t like that with most people,” 
I said gently, pleadingly. “I know too 

and from first-hand knowledge. My 
parents are wonderful people.” My eyes 
glistened with tears. “Their children mean 
everything in the world to them—and 
there isn’t anything they wouldn’t do to 
make them happy. Most parents are like 
that.” 

But his bitterness didn’t go away. 
“That’s fine for you to talk when you don’t 
know anything about it. I’m sorry,” he 
added quickly, “I didn’t mean it to sound 
that way.” He stopped, shook his head. 
“Maybe you’d better get up now, Julie, 
and go,” he said quietly. “Go now while 
I'll let you—before you might find yourself 
liking me. I’m not your kind of guy, doll. 
Never in a million years. And you’re not 
my kind of girl.” His lips twisted a little 
in a half smile. “I guess that’s why I’ve 
fallen in love with you.” 

I knew that he was right, that I should 
get up and go and never look back. But I 
couldn’t. For already it was too late. “I 
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can’t go, Bill,” I whispered. “You see 
love you, too.” 

No matter what happened later, I know 
that he did love me, truly and deeply, for 
a while. And I know that when I said 
those words to him that night for the first 
time, the light in his eyes was not faked 
nor the smile that shone up his face. He 
took my hands in his and they were trem- 
bling on mine and over and over he whis- 
pered in a husky voice, “Julie, Julie, I 
don’t deserve this. I don’t deserve you.” 

When he’d taken me home on our second 
date, he had kissed me goodnight lightly, 
gently. But tonight he kissed me as though 
he couldn’t let me go—deep. thrilling kiss- 
es that filled me with yearning, that set 
me with longing. 

“Oh, Bill, please stop.” I finally found 
the strength to push him away. I tried for 
lightness. “Darling, we have lots of time 
for this—all the time in the world.” 

“Julie, honey, I don’t think you know 
what you do to me,” he said huskily. 

“IT know,” I whispered. “You do it to 
me too. That’s why I’ve got to go in now. 

He let me go. He didn’t try to persuade 
me to change my mind. That’s why I 
thought I had the upper hand, that’s why 
I was so sure I had control of the situ- 
ation. How little I knew—how naive I 
was then. 

We saw each other steadily, night after 
night, and his kisses tore us both apart, 
kept me sleepless, so that I went around in 
my job in a daze, filled only with thoughts 
of him. My boss complained one day that 
I was making too many mistakes, and | 
knew that this couldn’t go on. Why, why 
didn’t he say anything about marriage, I 
wondered desperately.‘ Oh sure, I remem- 
bered what he had said, that marriage 
wasn’t for him, only for the ordinary guys. 
But men talked that way before they met 
the right girl, and I had never seen him 
bitter again. 

And he hadn’t known me _ then 
hadn’t known what love was before. Not 
really. He couldn’t. Just as I hadn’t known. 
For there was no comparing the way I felt 
for Bill with the school-girlish love I had 
had for Jeffrey. Bill was in my thoughts 
every moment of the day and I had only 
to close my eyes and I would remember 
the feel of his arms around me, the thrill 
of his lips on mine. é 

Yet I knew that I couldn’t bring up the 
subject of marriage. It had to come from 
Bill, so that never, never in some quarrel 
that we might have some day—as two 
people must quarrel sometimes no matter 
how much in love they are—he could ever 
say that I was the one who had led him 
into marriage. Oh, I had no doubts in my 
heart that I could be happy with him. My 
love would be generous and giving and 
strong and I would never let him down, 
never hurt him. He would believe in it 
and be happy. 

But I knew Bill and I knew that there 
might be moments, moments that wouldn’t 
teally be terribly important though they 
would still have the power to hurt me, 
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when he might long to be free, when he 
might even wish that he had never married 
me. No. my eyes weren’t completely filled 
with stardust. But I was still sure that 
Bill was for me and that I was for him, and 
that we would be able to work out what- 
ever difficulties that would arise between 
us. 


T TURNED OUT that I was the one 

who brought marriage out in the open 
after all. One of the girls who lived on 
my floor and with whom I was quite 
friendly became engaged and invited sev- 
eral of us into her room one night and 
we had champagne. When I mentioned 
it to Bill I wasn’t even thinking that I 
was doing it to force him to talk mar- 
riage. Glenda had been so happy, so ex- 
cited, that her small piquant face had 
stayed with me through the whole next 
day, warming me with her joy. 

“You envy her, don’t you,” Bill asked 
quietly and when I looked at him a little 
surprised, he seemed almost a stranger, his 
eyes dark, unreadable. 

“Why, I don’t know,” I said uncertainly. 
“Tt was just that she was so happy.” I 
laughed then. “But I’m happy, too, dar- 
ling. I’ve got you—and you’ve made me 
very, very happy,” I ended softly. 

“T meant what I said, Julie, about not 
getting married. I wasn’t just talking, if 
you've been telling yourself that. I meant 
it—and I still mean it.” 

My fingers trembled as I picked up my 
glass, took a large swallow of my drink. I 
was playing for time because I didn’t 
know what to say, whether to laugh and 
say of course I knew and our love was 
purely on the temporary basis and that I 
was ready to say good-bye anyway as of 
now. Or whether to tell him how deeply 
his words were hurting me and to beg 
him to change his mind, to plead for his 
love. a true, enduring love that included 
marriage. I said nothing . . . but he 
guessed what was in my heart. 

He took my hand in his, gripping my 
cold fingers tightly, warming them with 
his own. 

“Poor little Julie,” he said softly. “And 
now you probably won’t believe me when 
I tell you that I do love you, that I love 
you more than any girl I’ve ever known. 
But it’s true.” he said. “And yet—TI still 
meant what I said, that I won’t marry you 
—or any girl.” 

I pulled my hands away and somehow 
found the strength to say, “You don’t love 
me, Bill. I’ve intrigued you—and you've 
been “touched” by my small-town way of 
loving.” I let the bitterness show and the 
hurt and the hate—for in that moment I 
did hate him, hated him because he had 
hurt me, because this was the second 
time I had been hurt and now how could 
I ever believe in anyone or anything again? 
He was destroying my faith completely, 
and for that I could hate him very much. 

“T know what you're thinking, Julie,” he 
said quietly, “but you’re wrong. I never 
lied to you, I never made you promises—I 
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never said I would marry you. I only said 
I loved you—and that was no lie. I would 
do anything to erase that lost hurt look 
from your face now—except the one thing 
that would do it,” he said sadly, “the one 
thing I will not do.” 

“You’re a twisted personality in need of 
a doctor,” I cried out bitterly, wanting to 
hurt him, to jolt him. “You're sick, that’s 
what’s wrong with you.” 

He bowed his head mockingly. “Thank 
you, Julie,’ he said. “Have you by any 
chance been devoting your time so un- 
selfishly to me in a noble effort to restore 
my faith in my fellowman? I must say you 
deserve a gold star for a most prodigious 

ob—and I must add that you had me 
fooled completely. I—I could have sworn 
that you really loved me.” 

[ grabbed my gloves and bag from the 
table and I was crying. “Don’t say any- 
thing more,” I cried. “Don’t make me hate 
you more than I do now.” 

He must have thrown some money on the 
table without waiting for the bill and came 
running after me, catching my hand at the 
door, holding me so tightly that I couldn’t 
iree myself. 

I looked at him finally. I had to, even 
though the tears were streaming down my 
face and there was no controlling them. 

‘Oh, Julie.” he whispered, “Oh, Julie, 

hat are we saying? What are we say- 

We took a few steps into the darkness 
nd then our arms were tight around each 
ther and his lips found mine in a deep, 
hungry, forgiving kiss. 

‘T love you so much,” I sobbed. “So 
ery much.” 

It seemed that we couldn’t get enough 
of each other’s kisses our desire was sud- 
denly so great. Maybe it wouldn’t have 
happened if Jeffrey hadn’t hurt me so 
much, if I hadn’t need of a deep reassur- 
ance that I was still desirable. Maybe I 
would have been stronger too if I hadn’t 
known bitter disappointment and humili- 
ition. Maybe, even, if Bill and I hadn’t 
quarreled ... but still I guess nothing 
really excuses what we did, what happened 
late! 

When we got in the car and Bill took 
me in his arms again, I should have pushed 

away, but I loved him so much and 
just a little while before I had thought I 

t him. I did want to push him away at 

first—and then I stopped thinking and I 


only wanted him to hold me closer, 


ClIOGEF s = 

But when it was over I started to cry, 
and when Bill would have touched me, I 
ed to the end of the seat and begged 

1 to leave me alone. 
[ didn’t mean for it to happen this 
Julie,” he pleaded softly. “But it’s 
the worst thing in the world. We love 
each other—and that makes it all right.” 
I don’t want to listen to you,” I cried, 
looking at him, thinking I would die 
| ever looked at him again. “Just take 
home—and don’t ever come near me 


He tried to talk to me on the way home 
but I stared dully out of the window and 
wouldn’t say anything. I think I would 
gladly have died in those moments. It 
was myself I hated, not Bill. For [ still 
loved him, loved him more than ever be- 
fore, and yet at the same time I despised 
him because he could insist that he loved a 
girl and yet refuse to marry her. 

I jumped out of the car as soon as we 
pulled up in front of the club but Bill 
came after me, held me back. 

“Julie, please, you can’t go like this,” he 
begged. “We love each other. You can’t 
tell me you don’t—can you? If you’ve 
stopped loving me, tell me, Julie, tell me.” 

I wouldn’t look at him, I wouldn’t speak. 
“You see, you can’t say it.” Then he 
sighed heavily as I remained silent. “Okay, 
honey, I'll let you go. Ill call you to- 
morrow. You'll see things differently then. 
We'll work out some way for us.” 

How bitterly I cried that night. muffling 
my sobs with the pillow. Yet even as shame 
engulfed me, I couldn't forget the way his 
arms had felt around me. I couldn’t erase 
the nearness of his face. the thrill of his 
kisses . . . maybe, if he really loved me, 
maybe after a while he would see how 
wrong he was . . . maybe he would realize 
that marriage was right for us. Only by 
clinging desperately to that thought was 
I finally able to stop the horrible sobs 
and fall asleep. 

Bill called me every night for a week 
before I finally told him I would see him. I 
was afraid to see him. Deep inside I felt 
it was a mistake to do so, but you can’t 
always do the right thing, not when you 
long for a person the way I longed for 
Bill. He picked me up at the office after 
work and said that he had a surprise. that 
he was having an extra-special dinner for 
me. He took me to his apartment. I hesi- 
tated, suddenly afraid to go in, but he 
opened the door wide and said, “If you 
don’t want to stay, Julie, we'll go some- 
where else. But I thought we could be 
alone here and talk without anyone bother- 
ing us. We’ve got to talk. Julie.” 

I told myself that I should go, and then 
I remembered the past week. the loneliness 
and emptiness, the long evenings when I 
had done nothing but think of him. 

I followed him inside and laid my bag 
and gloves down on a chair. “What do 
you want me to do, Bill?” I asked. “I toss 
a good salad, for one thing.” 

It was a lovely dinner and Bill had never 
been sweeter. It could be like this every 
day, I kept thinking. if he’d only realize 
how happy we could be together, married. 

Bill washed the dishes while I dried 
them and then he said he had another sur- 
prise for me. I looked at him curiously 
as he led me out the apartment, then 
stopped a few steps away. at the next door. 
He pushed a key in the lock and opened it. 

It was a lovely apartment, a little on the 
sophisticated side but very smart. The 
walls were a bright rose with black modern 
furniture for the most part and one red 
chair. A soft gray rug covered the floor. 


“Tt’s beautiful,” I said. “Whose is it?” 

“It’s available.” he said. “I took it— 
thinking you might be interested.” 

For a minute I couldn’t say anything. Oh, 
I did want the apartment—but what would 
happen if I took it? 

“Take it. Julie.” he pleaded softly. “We 
can be together so much of the time then. 
Please take it, darling.” 

Slowly he drew me into his arms, kissed 
me gently, tenderly. And then his arms 
tightened and I knew that he had won, 
right or wrong. Only maybe I'll win in 
the end, I told myself, before I let his 
nearness drown out all thoughts. /’ve got 
to, ’'ve got to. Then there will be some 
meaning to the wrong I’m doing. Because 
I knew it was wrong for me to listen to 
Bill, only I couldn’t help myself because 
I couldn’t give him up. And I was so 
hopeful that he would change his mind 
in time. 

Being together so much of the time, 
cooking, eating together, it would be the 
next best thing to being married, and may- 
be he would see that it wasn’t so bad, that 
he had been mistaken. I know now of 
course that I was only blinding myself to 
the truth, that a wrong can never be 
changed into a right no matter how hard 
you may try to believe it. 

I didn’t go home that night and the 
next day I planned to check out of the 
club where I lived. I awoke in the morning 
to the sound of running water mingled 
with loud, gay whistling and as I remem- 
bered where I was and what had _ hap- 
pened, shame suddenly filled me and I 
told myself that I couldn’t go through 
with it, I mustn’t. Somehow I would find 
the strength to leave and I would never 
see Bill again, never. If he wanted me 
back. he would have to marry me. 

And then Bill came in the room and 
walked over to the bed when he saw that 
I was awake. He looked at me quietly for 
a long moment and then gently he touched 
my forehead, smoothed back my _ hair. 
“You’ve made me so very happy, darling,” 
he said huskily. “And I love you very 
much.” He rubbed his forehead thought- 
fully. “I can hardly believe it’s really me, 
Bill Sullivan, so crazy in love with a girl.” 

“Oh, Bill, I love you too,” I whispered, 
and I knew that I had to stay. I was win- 
ning already, I told myself. I had made 
him happier than he had ever been. And 
soon he would not be able to live without 
me, just as I couldn’t live without him. 

Bill helped me move from the club that 
night and told me that if I wanted to I 
could give up my job. 

“I’m not becoming a kept woman,” I 
said quietly, wondering at myself and how 
I dared to say those words, sadly realizing 
how very much I'd changed, how in a way 
I was a stranger to the Julie Blevens who 
had left the warmth and security of her 
parents’ home not so very long ago. “I’m 
still paying the rent and buying my own 
clothes.” 


“Whatever you want, darling. I only 
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wanted you to know that I have enough 
money to take care of us both.” 
“What I want is to keep my job,” I said. 


N THE DAYS that followed, piling slow- 
ly into weeks, then a month, I man- 
aged somehow to stifle most of the guilt 
and shame and a conscience that wasn’t 
used to being a thing in name only. I loved 
Bill so much—even now I won’t say it was 
infatuation or merely passion—I did love 
him and I lived only to make him happy, 
so happy that he would realize that he 
couldn’t live without me. 

That is what I lived for, what I hoped 
for, the first thought I think that was in 
my mind each morning as soon as I opened 
my eyes. And because I had hope then, as 
well as my love for Bill, I was happy, 
happy even as doubts of torment threat- 
ened sometimes, whispered accusingly that 
I was living in sin, in shame. 

It was the Saturday morning that Bill 
told me he wouldn’t be home that night, 
the first time this had happened without 
his telling me why, that I felt the first real 
hurting doubt of suspicion. 

Where was he going that he couldn’t 
take me along with him? Why couldn’t 
he tell me? 

“IT know what you’re thinking,” he said 
and ran his fingers through my hair, pulled 
me to him and gave me a long, hard kiss. 
“But I’m not telling you a thing, darling. 
I’m not explaining.” 

I made myself smile. “That’s one of 
the reasons you insist on holding your free- 
dom, isn’t it?” I asked lightly. “Who am 
I to question?” 

“Only the girl I love to the second ques- 
tion. You’re exactly right to the first one.” 

How could I ask him anything further 
then? What could I say? Surely he was 
just teasing me. Surely tomorrow he would 
tell where he had gone, explain how inno- 
cent it had been. Over and over I kept tell- 
ing myself that through the long and lone- 
ly night. Every time I heard a step I would 
listen hard, thinking it was he, thinking he 
would stop by to tell me his joke had lasted 
long enough. Finally when I saw that it 
was one o'clock, I turned the lights off and 
went to bed. 

I suddenly found myself thinking that 
maybe he would be annoyed to know that 
I was waiting for him to come home; may- 
be he would think I was behaving like a 
wife. That’s when I started to cry and 
resolved that I would move away tomorrow 
if he offered no explanation. 

I didn’t awaken in the morning till I 
heard knocking at the door. It was Bill, 
standing tall and straight like a delivery 
boy, holding a large white florist box. 

“Miss Julie Blevens?” he asked with a 
straight face. “Flowers for Miss Julie 
Blevens. Roses, I believe. Roses,” his 
voice became husky, “red roses that sig- 
nify love.” 

“Oh, Bill,” I whispered and started to 
laugh, while my eyes stung. His doing 
things like this was why I loved him. “Oh, 
Bill, you’re a doll.” 
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“Ts that all, madam?” he asked with a 
twinkle in his eye. 

“Oh, yes, I love you too,” I said and the 
long night was forgotten and the fact that 
he still hadn’t told me where he had been. 
But I didn’t think of that until a long time 
later and then it didn’t matter. Bill and 
I were so close, so much in love—and he’d 
brought the flowers to show he was sorry 
even though he’d stubbornly refused to tell 
me where he had been. He just couldn’t 
sive in, I thought with a little smile—he 
was acting like a small boy. 

But two weeks later it happened again 
and this time there were no roses and the 
hurt was deeper, even though Bill was 
twice as tender the following Sunday, twice 
is loving. 

Was there another girl, I wondered, and 
I thought that I would kill her if there 
was—or Bill. And yet deep in my heart 
I knew that he was not bound to me, and 
that he was free to go to any girl. 

(nother month passed. My nerves were 
on edge and I was fighting suspicious 
doubts constantly. Bill was gone often and 
even when I heard his phone ringing, I 
found myself tortured now. wondering 
whether it was some girl calling him and 
not a client. I was sick of the letters I 
sent home too, the evasions, the lies. I let 
my folks think I was seeing a lot of boys, 
that I was having a gay time. 

When they wrote and told me _ they 
wanted to visit me I had to lie again, 
tell them I was going away for the next 


two weekends, that I would come home 
the last of the month. But I did not want 
to go home. I did not want to face them, 


knowing the way I was deceiving them, 
remembering the girl that I would find in 
my own room, the girl who would stare 
back at me from a small square mirror 
fastened above a chintz bottom, a girl 
whose eyes had once been clear and honest 
and steadfast. I threw myself on the bed 
und sobbed bitterly. What had I done to 

yself that I could not even now go home? 
[ would have it out with Bill. All right, 

» we'd quarrel, he’d know I was jealous, 
but if he loved me he wouldn’t go on hurt- 
ing me, he couldn’t. 

[ made myself speak out the following 
evening. Bill hadn’t stopped by when he’d 
come home from work and I ate alone, 
holding on to my pride as long as I could. 
But finally I found myself before his door 
ind I forced my trembling fingers quiet 
ind rang his bell. 

[ saw at once that he was working and 
[ knew he didn’t like to be disturbed but I 
refused to let that stop me. “I'd like to 
talk to you, Bill,” I said quietly. “I 
haven’t seen much of you lately, you 
know.” 

He ran his fingers nervously through his 
hair. “I’m working, Julie. The job’s due 
in the morning.” 

“You never left your work until the last 

nute before, Bill,” I said lightly. “You're 
slipping. Weren’t you home today?” 

He shrugged. “Okay, sit down,” he said. 
“Talk.” 
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Maybe then I knew it was happening, 
that it was the beginning of the end for 
us, but I tried to blind myself to the truth. 
“Bill,” I pleaded softly, “what’s happened? 
What’s wrong? We’re not the same any 
more. And I’m not the one  who’s 
changed.” 

“You’re talking nonsense,” he said and 
came over to me and started to rub my 
neck gently, his hands tender, hypnotic. 
“Bill, I know I’m going to sound like a 
wife now but I can’t help it. Is there an- 
other girl?” 

He pulled his hand away and stuck it in 
his pocket and paced stormily across the 
room. 

“For God’s sake, what’s gotten into you 
anyway, Julie? You know I love you. I 
can’t see you every day. I’ve got work to 
do—contacts to make.” 

“You didn’t think of that. Bill, when you 
asked me to move here, when you took the 
apartment for me.” 

He came over and stopped at my feet, 
caught hold of my hands. “Look, darling, 
look at it this way. These past weeks have 
been like a honeymoon—but now the 
honeymoon’s over. I can’t be with you 
every day much as I'd like to. I let things 
go by before because I wanted to be with 
you—like on a honeymoon, darling. But 
it doesn’t last forever, Julie. You know 
that. What we’re doing is just normal— 
kind of settling down.” 

I didn’t believe him, not really, but I 
stopped arguing. “It’s just that I love you 
so, Bill,” I said. “Please. please don’t hurt 
me the way you’ve been hurting me. If— 
if there is another girl—I’d even want to 
know that, Bill. If—if you don’t love me 
as much as you used to, even that, too. I 
don’t want you to lie to me, darling, not 
ever.” 

He took me into his arms then and 
kissed me deeply, hungrily. “Foolish girl,” 
he kept saying over and over. “Nothing’s 
changed. I’m crazy about you—and I al- 
ways will be. There’s never been anyone 
like you for me, Julie.” 

Because I love you so much, I wondered 
quietly. Because I tell you, show you, be- 
cause I’ve given up everything for you— 
my conscience, my honor, my decency, my 
innocence . . . even my home, my parents. 
Oh, yes I was crying inside, heartbroken- 
ly, sickly, but my lips took his kisses and 
my body thrilled to his touch. That’s how 
it was. I couldn’t stop wanting him, want- 
ing his love. 

But that night as I lay in bed remember- 
ing that I had accomplished nothing, that 
my body had betrayed my good resolutions. 
I hated myself for my weakness, for letting 
myself believe in his lies. Maybe there 
wasn’t another girl—not one girl, that is— 
but there were girls, I was sure of that. He 
was wining and dining them and acting on 
the prowl again, waiting to see another 
pensive face at some sophisticated gather- 
ing where the naive one would stick out 
like a cactus in a bed of flowers. 

Bill was with me every night the next 
week and I almost began to think that I had 


been wrong after all, that I had been overly 
suspicious, that my love was becoming 
clinging, possessive and no wonder that 
Bill didn’t know what to make of me. But 
Saturday I knew differently—when he left 
without even telling me that he wouldn’t 
be home. I knew then that I couldn’t keep 
hiding from the truth forever. 

Bill wanted me around for those times 
that he wanted me—but already he was 
growing tired, already he was seeking new 
girls to break down to his will. It was a 
game he played and once he won he grad- 
ually grew tired of playing and wanted a 
new partner. 

Tomorrow I would make him admit it—I 
would tell him that he wasn’t sick, just 
plain rotten, plain no-good, and any girl 
was out of her mind who wasted even an 
evening on him, who listened to even one 
of his lies. At least he would know that 
I despised him—and then I started to cry 
and knew that if he could only convince 
me that I was wrong that my love for him 
would be there again, just as deep as it had 
ever been. 

I’m not sure what awakened me but sud- 
denly I was sitting up in bed and I was 
listening hard. Was that a girl’s laughter 
—loud, hilarious? A man’s voice? Music 
in the background? 

I got up and slipped into a housecoat 
and I was like something a little mad then 
and anger was filling me, anger and a ter- 
rible mad hurt. I found myself pressing 
Bill’s bell, and I let my finger stay on the 
bell for a long. endless moment. A kind of 
dead silence surrounded me. Had I been 
wrong? Was there no one in the room? 
I put my finger on the bell again . . . and 
then the door opened and there was Bill. 
drunk, his shirt open at the neck, his hair 
rumpled, his eyes bleary. 

The sight of him suddenly made me sick. 
Somehow I pushed by him, and then I saw 
her, a dark-haired girl sprawled out on the 
couch looking at me with eyes that didn’t 
quite focus, a drink in her hand, her gown 
slipped off her shoulder. There was a bot- 
tle on the table, an ash tray of Lalf smoked 
cigarettes. 

“Look, Julie, you’ve got no business 
here,” Bill protested drunkenly. You've 
got no business to push into my room— 
you've got no strings on me. I can do 
what I want—see who I please.” 

I slapped him then and again and again 
before he caught hold of my hand and held 
me so tightly that I couldn’t free myself. 

“How rotten can you be!” I cried finally. 
“Bringing her here, right next door, when 
you knew I would hear you, that I’d know? 
How rotten, Bill—how rotten are you?” 

He wasn’t so drunk that he didn’t un- 
derstand the scorn in my voice, the hate, 
for in that moment all of my love for him 
died completely. I turned and ran from 
the room, not listening to what he was say- 
ing, and I knew that I never wanted to see 
him again, never. 


THAT NIGHT will live in my mind for- 


ever. For a long time I just lay on the 
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bed and wished that I could die—I prayed 
that I would die. But death doesn’t come 
that easily. And death isn’t the worst pun- 
ishment for a sin like mine. Oh no, I knew 
that I would have to live with it, that I 
could never wash out the shame of these 
past few months. 

I didn’t cry that night. The hurt and the 
hate I felt for myself were nothing to be 
eased by mere tears—the feeling was too 
powerful, too great. But finally I roused 
myself and packed and then I dressed and 
waited for the morning. I was going home 
—I had to go home. There would be more 
lies because I could never tell my parents 
who had trusted me what had happened. 

But only there, with them, could I find 
some kind of peace, only knowing real love 
and having people around me who cared. 
I’d just tell them that I missed them, that 
I thought I was ready to come back home. 
I almost cried then, knowing that I should 
never have left in the first place, that I 
should have waited patiently for time to 
bring its cure—as I must do now, only it 
will take so much, much more time. 


As soon as I saw the dawn breaking 
through the windows I took my two bags 
and walked out of the apartment. I would 
stay in the station until it was time to go, 
I decided. And somehow, some way, I had 
to try to smile. I had to try to speak in a 
natural voice. When I got home, I had to 
have control of myself so that my parents 
wouldn’t suspect anything. 

I did want to cry again when I was in 
the station buying my ticket. Saying the 
name of my suddenly brought an 
ache to my throat, but I bit my lip and 
held the tears back and even managed to 
smile. I wasn’t without courage, I told 
myself, not now. I couldn’t afford to be. 
And I wouldn’t be without faith either, nor 
patience. 

For it was the lack of those things that 
had made me run away in the first place, 
and had blinded me to the fact that you 
cannot live with when you let 
shame take the place of decency, when you 
think that wrong can change into right. 
Never, as long as I live, would I let myself 


forget it again. THE END 


town 


yourself 





I COULDN'T SAY NO 


(Continued from Page 33) 


had done. I felt unclean. It was all wrong 
to let him love me like that. I went to the 
mirror and stared at myself. It seemed to 
me that I even looked different. I made up 
my mind it would never happen again. 

But I discovered that once the barriers 
had been let down, Tim expected us to go 
on that way. He couldn’t understand that 
I didn’t want our love to take on the sor- 
didness of a cheap affair. 

“What difference does it make—now?” 
he asked one night when I got up and 
walked away from him. “Why should we 
make ourselves miserable when we could 
be so happy together—like we were be- 
fore?” 

“I don’t want everything spoiled before 


we're married, Tim. It was bad enough 
that I—” 
“There isn’t anything bad about it, 


honey! If you’d just get over feeling like 
that!” Tim said impatiently. “I’m crazy 
about you. I can’t be with you and not 
want all of you, Beth.” 

“I want you too, Tim,” I replied tear- 
fully. “But only when it’s right.” 

Tim went home sullen and angry and I 
cried myself to sleep because now our situ- 
ation seemed more hopeless than it was 
before. 

For a few months it was like that be- 
tween us. Finally Tim told me he was 
giving up his job on the estate and leaving 
Rosedale. I thought my whole world had 
fallen to pieces when he said that. 

“Youre joking, Tim! You must be!” I 
exclaimed. 

What’s the use of my hanging around 
here?” he demanded defensively. “All I 
get is the brush-off from you. If we can’t 


see each other so often. it will be better.” 

He saw the tears in my eyes and took me 

his arms fiercely. “If you really loved 
me, you'd stop putting me through such 
hell.” 

I didn’t answer him. I couldn’t. Tim 
went on to tell me his plans. He had the 
chance to work in a greenhouse in Overton. 
a town about fifty miles away. He’d be 
making more money and there was a good 
future for him. 

“T’ll come home when I can and I'll 
write to you, Beth,” he said, but I buried 
my face against his shoulder as I said 
tremulously, “I wish you weren’t going. 
I'll miss you so!” 

I could tell his mind was made up 
though. There was nothing I could do but 
say goodbye to him. 

At first he wrote often and his letters 


were all I had to look forward to. The 
months passed without my seeing him. His 
work kept him so busy he couldn’t take 


the time off to make the trip to Rosedale. 


T WAS JUST BEFORE Christmas that 

Mom passed away. Her death stunned 
me because it was so unexpected. A slight 
cold developed into pneumonia and in 
three days she was gone. I sent Tim a 
wire begging him to come to Rosedale. I 
needed him very much. 

When he came. he kissed me gently and 
whispered the words of comfort I wanted 
so much. He was by my side during the 
funeral and we drove back from the ceme- 
tery together. Tim came inside with me 
but he didn’t take his coat off. 
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“T can’t stay, Beth,” he said. “I promised 
the boss I’d be back as soon as I could.” 

“T know darling,” I replied and then I 
added wistfully, “This time we won’t have 
to be separated for long. As soon as you 
find an apartment, we can be married, 
Tim.” 

He didn’t answer right away but there 
was an odd expression on his face. “What’s 
wrong. Tim?” I asked quickly. 

He flushed uncomfortably and then he 
said, “This whole thing was so sudden, 
Beth. I had no idea we'd be free to get 
married right away.” 

I stared at him. “But since we are, aren’t 
you as anxious as I am to go ahead?” 

“T think we ought to wait a while.” Tim 
said hesitantly. “Until I’m better estab- 
lished in my job and all. Besides. the 
housing situation isn’t very good in Over- 
ton. I don’t see any sense in rushing 
things, Beth.” 

I could hardly believe my ears. I fought 
against my rising panic and asked, “Has 
something happened to change your feel- 
ing for me, Tim? Is that it?” 

“Don’t be silly!” Tim replied impatient- 
ly. “Of course not. I want a decent home 
to take you to, honey. We might as well 
start off right. Let me keep saving for a 
while. Then we'll have a little behind us.” 

I had to give in of course. I couldn’t 
force him to marry me right away. At least 
when he kissed me goodbye, he acted as if 
he still loved me. Perhaps he was right 
about waiting. 

I had very little money so I moved to 
a small apartment and began to look for a 
job. The widow’s pension Mom and I had 
been living on since Dad died, would stop 
now. I’d have to earn enough to tide me 
over until Tim and I were married. 

By Christmas eve I was settled in my 
new home but I was lonelier than I had 
ever been in my life. Tim sent me a very 
pretty rhinestone pin. It was the only gift 
I had to open. I realized then how terribly 
alone I was but I tried to cheer myself up 
by thinking that next year it would be 
different. Tim and I would be together. 
We'd have a tree to trim and it would 
really be Christmas with him beside me. 

The next few days I discovered how 
hard it was to find work when you had no 
Finally, I answered an ad for 
in a laundromat over on 
I was called in for 


experience. 
a “girl Friday” 
the other side of town. 
an interview by the owner. Alec Powers. 

He was very nice to me that day. He was 
younger than I expected and although he 
wasn’t good looking, he had the kindest 
smile I'd ever seen. He seemed to know 
that I was nervous, because he did his best 
to put me at ease. 

Finally, he said, 
There’s just one thing I have to find out—” 
He was looking at my engagement ring. 
“I'd like to make sure you won’t be getting 
married right away. That’s what happened 
with the last girl I had.” 

I shook my head. “Not for quite a 
while,” I assured him. “My fiance has a 


“I’m sure you'll do. 


new job and he wants to make good in it 
first. Tl give you plenty of notice, Mr. 
Powers.” 

“Everybody calls me Alec. You might as 
well,” he said. “Can you start tomorrow? 
I'll show you what your work will be 
like now.” 

I had never been in a laundromat before. 
I was interested in looking at the ma- 
chines which lined the room. Alec showed 
me how much soap powder went into 
each nine pounds of wash and how to fill 
the machines with water. “When I’m not 
here you’ll have to take in the cash too. 
And don’t forget to give each customer one 
of these cards. We keep a duplicate so 
there’s no mistake when they come back 
for their clothes.” 

It seemed simple enough and I knew 
that I'd like working there. I was at the 
store bright and early the next morning 
and we were so busy I forgot to be nervous. 

At noon, Alec went out for coffee and 
we ate our lunch together in the back 
I was pleased when he said I had 
done very well. 

After I was there for a while, I wasn’t a 
bit shy with Alec. He was so easy to talk 

I found myself telling all about Mom 
and being engaged to Tim for so long. In 
return he showed me a picture of his two 
little girls. “That’s Gracie, she’s seven.” he 
said proudly. “The little one is Edna. 
Some kids,,aren’t they?” 

He didn’t mention his wife and I won- 
dered what she was like. But one day he 
said something about his mother taking 
care of the children while he was at work 
and it worried him because she was getting 
too old. 

“Ts Mrs. Powers—your wife—ill?” I 
asked politely and he shook his head be- 
fore he answered me. 

“No,” he said bitterly. “We’re divorced.” 

“Oh—” I faltered feeling embarrassed. 
“Tm sorry. I didn’t know—” 

“That’s all right. I’m pretty well used 
to it by now. She settled for a guy with 
a lot more money thar I'll ever make and 
an easier life.” 

He lighted a a cigarette and tossed the 
match away. Then he added slowly, “Only 
thing I never could understand was her 
walking out on the kids. It’s tough on them 
to be without a mother.” 

I looked at him pityingly, suddenly real- 
izing that he had gone through a lot of 
unhappiness. I thought, “That’s the way 
I'd feel if I lost Tim. Even if I don’t see 
him very often, at least I know that’s only 
temporary.” 

The times Tim came to Rosedale were 
few. But I knew he was working very 
hard and trying to save his money. We 
didn’t talk about getting married but he 
was always as glad to see me as I was to 
be with him again. And when he put his 
arms around me, I felt the old hunger 
return. I wouldn’t give in to it, though, no 
matter hew he urged me to forget my 
scruples. 

One day, Alec brought his two little 
girls to the shop. They were darling chil- 
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dren and I had a wonderful time entertain- 
ing them in between customers. Later on 
when they said goodbye, there were two 
sticky kisses for me and an invitation to 
come and see them soon. “I like you,” 
Gracie said gravely and Edna lisped, “Me 
too.” 

A few weeks later Alec came in one 
morning looking upset. “I’m in a fine 
mess,” he said. “My mother is in bed 
with a bad cold. I got a neighbor to keep 
an eye on the kids but it’s Gracie’s birth- 
day and she won't have any cake.” 

Suddenly I had an idea. “If you'll let 
me off early I'll go home and make her 
one,” I suggested and Alec’s eyes lighted 
up. 

“T'll take you up on that, Beth,” he 
said, “Provided you come to the party 
too. Gracie would sure like to have you 
there on her birthday.” 

That’s how I happened to go to Alec’s 
house, and I had one of the pleasantest 
evenings of my life helping to celebrate 
Gracie’s birthday. 

There was a difference in our relation- 
ship after that. And I took a big interest 
in the business besides. It was at my sug- 
gestion that Alec added a tinting and dye- 
ing service for his customers. That soon 
became a very popular feature of the shop. 

We did the work ourselves and people 
were pleased with the convenience and 
economy of the plan. At the end of the 
first month’s trial, Alec knew it had taken 
hold. “You rate a raise, Beth,” he told me 
and I was glad he was pleased with me. 

There was beginning to be a strained 
feeling between Tim and me just then. 
More and more he complained bitterly be- 
cause I refused to let our lovemaking go 
beyond a certain point. Finally I said 
sharply, “If you wanted me as much as 
you say you do, Tim, you’d be planning to 
marry me,” and that was when he admitted 
that he’d taken the money he’d been saving 
to buy an interest in the greenhouse. 

“Tll be broke for a year but I’m glad 
I did it. I never did like working for a 
boss.” 

“You might have told me abvut it, Tim,” 
I said in a hurt voice, “since it concerns 
me, too.” 

We seemed very far apart when he went 
back to Overton that night. I wondered if 
Tim ever really intended to marry me after 
all. 

The weeks went by and that summer 
little Edna was suddenly taken sick. Alec 
came to the shop looking upset and shaken 
one morning to tell me she had polio! 

“They’ve put her in an iron lung.” he 
said in a dazed voice. “She may not live, 
Beth. If she does, she'll probably be crip- 
pled—” 

He sank into a chair as if his legs 
wouldn’t support him another minute. 
“She won’t be able to run and jump and 
play—my God, Beth, that won’t happen, 
will it?” 

“Oh Alec—no, it can’t, it mustn’t hap- 
pen!” I gasped while my heart went out 


to him because he was so crushed and 
frightened. 

“T’m going back to the hospital to see 
if there’s any further news. I wouldn’t be 
any good here anyway,” Alec said and 
while he was gone I prayed as hard as I 
could that littlhe Edna would recover. I 
had learned to love the child myself. 

HOSE DREADFUL DAYS when she 

didn’t respond to treatment and Alec 
grew drawn and thin and I could see the 
gray patches in his hair. His pleasant 
had disappeared altogether and 
when I knew he was 
fighting back his tears. I helped and en- 
couraged him all I could. I took over the 
place entirely some days so that he could 
be at the hospital. 

When the good news came that by de- 
grees there was some improvement in Ed- 
na’s condition, Alec was like a man who 
has been spared the electric chair. “She’s 
going to get well, Beth. I’m sure of it!” 
he said and I replied, 


smile 
there were times 


“So am I. Let’s both 
go on feeling that way!” 

Alec’s face softened as he looked at me. 
“T couldn’t have made it without you. I'll 
never forget what you’ve done for me.” 

The day Edna was brought home from 
the hospital, Alec knew it was just a ques- 
tion of time before she’d be up and around 
again. He insisted that I come and see her 
right away. She was thin and frail but she 
managed a weak little smile. 

Alec’s mother asked me to stay for din- 
ner and later, when he drove me home, I 
suggested a cup of coffee in my apartment. 
As we walked in the lobby together, a tall, 
familiar figure rose from one of the chairs. 

“Tim!” I cried surprise. “I didn’t 
expect you tonight.” 

“Apparently not,” Tim said coldly, star- 
ing at Alec. “I’ve been waiting to take you 
to dinner since seven o'clock.” 

I introduced him to Alec and he barely 


nodded. “Well, let’s go,” he suggested 
rudely. “I’m hungry by this time.” 


“T’ve had my dinner, Tim,” I said. “If 
I had known you were coming I—” 

“T’'ll take a rain check on that cup of 
coffee,” Alec said pleasantly. “See you at 
the store, Beth.” 

I didn’t like to see him go. I knew 
there would be a scene with Tim. He 
looked so angry. He followed me upstairs 
and when we were in my living room he 
said, “What the devil were you doing with 
that guy?” 

“T went to visit his little girl,” I said 
quietly. “She’s been in the hospital with 
polio. She just went home and—” 

“T don’t care a damn about his kid or 
anything else connected with him,” Tim 
burst out furiously. “You’re engaged to 
me aren’t you? Then why are you so 
concerned about his family?” 

“Alec has been kind to me and I like 
him,” I said coldly. “I’m fond of his 
children too. What’s wreng with that?” 

But Tim was staring at me. “There’s 
more to this than meets the eye,” he in- 

(Please turn to Page 70) 








Comb Away 
Gray Hair 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It’s easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cont back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off, Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
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N FOR A FUTU 





Prepare for the big earning power of Diesel Trained 
Men. Start learning at home, in spare time. UEI’s 
easy, practical training covers all phases of DIESEL 
engine operation, fuel systems, auxiliary equipment, 
repairs and maintenance. Also new Scientific Auto 
Motor Tune-up. After home course, you come to 
Chicago for actual practice in UEI’s modern shop 
under experienced instructors. GET ALL THE FACTS 
FREE. WRITE TODAY! 


DIESEL UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


DIVISION tha 
2521 Sheffield Ave., Dept. DCH-7 Chicago 14, Illinois 


ARTHRITIS? 


I have been wonderfully blessed in 
being restored to active life after being 
crippled in nearly every joint in my body 
and with muscular soreness from head to 
foot. I had Rheumatoid Arthritis and 
other forms of Rheumatism, hands de- 
formed and my ankles were set. 


Limited space prohibits telling you 
more here but if you will write me I will 
reply at once and tell you how I received 
this wonderful relief. 


Mrs. Lela S. Wier 


2805 Arbor Hills Drive—93 
P. O. Box 2695 
Jackson 7, Mississippi 


SECRETS PSA M5 


“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tiona: use of the bay’ you any atale 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,” says 
the author. 
Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
instruction or information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
er. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
salm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free = — on uae Spirits. Psalm 
to make peace oDe and 
DGET ‘BIBLE ‘FREE 
you can Bible with you at al! tim 
(Smatient Bible in the Worid.) Many people feel that "this 
great vaiue in obtaining things you desire. 
SEND” one mga a send your name and address To- 
oa Y ou stman only $1.49 plus postage on delivery. 
positively, ‘eee that you will be more than de- 
days ba Oe =, Sse will be returned 
pe ptly on te, 
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LARCH, 118 E. 28th, Dept. 516-5, New York 16 
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“WONG FACE 


Sweeten up your whole 
insides with this amazing 


LAXATIVE-STOMACH SWEETENER 


_.and feel like this!—>. * 4 


No need feeling 
glum and sorry 
for yourself when 
constipation sours 
stomach! Won- ns 
derful Black- 
Draught gives 
overnight relief — helps sweeten 
sour stomach, too! Next day...no 
more gassy, headachy feeling ... 
you feel great once more! 
_Bl ack-Draught is a pleasant laxative- 
ymach sweetener. Works two ways when 
u feel logy—with sour digestive upset 
from constipation. It gently but thor- 
( uly uncorks all 25 feet of clogged in- 
testines. Helps sweeten sour stomach, too! 
And...no harsh griping! Black-Draught 
s made from pure vegetable herbs, Fa- 
mous since 1840. Get Black-Draught* 
ym your druggist today ...see if you 
1’t feel much better tomorrow! 
*In Powder or Granulated form...and 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 
FOR CHILDREN! Honey-sweet Syrup of 
praekn Draught works wonders for chil- 
ren when constipation has upset their 
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d ligestion. They love it! 
FREEDOM FROM FEAR 
AND WORRY 


Worried about Money, Love, 
Health, Work, Family or any 
Personal Problem? 

FREE book “How To Receive”’ 
reveals inner secrets for re- 
ceiving God’s powerful’ help 
and peace of mind. Tells what 
to do and how to do it. Mailed in a plain 
sealed envelope. If worried by a personal 
problem, send for it today. 

The Triangle Society 
Box 6839 Dept. 1 Kansas City 30, Mo. 


SONGS =: 


r Commercial Recording. Quick action! 
lebrated expert offers you FREE copy 
SECRETS OF SONG SUCCESS.” Hon- 
leal designed to benefit all concerned. 
M Songs or Poems now. 
REXRIGHT MUSIC CO., Dept. K 
5617 Holly wood Bivd., Holly wood wood 28, Cal Calif. 











DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
k the Drinking Cycle 

- INEXPENSIVELY! 
<M, the amazing liquid 






Q 
Use ALCORE 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
Yl ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcc »hol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
1ent is recognized by Medical Authority. 
|.COREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
i—need not cause beng Fr: ae out from work or 
) 1 s. ec happy ALCOREM user writes: 
PLEASE ND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
COREM AT “ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
Y DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 

nal help we send... 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
vecial Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
ns. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
ned drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
ATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
PINKIES, Weight Chart in alle wrapper, 








COREM, 

Ly tren an $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To E 
55 in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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The 
Lena Horne g 
Love Story 


(Continued from Page 25) 
during this period was Kenny Washington, 
who had been an All-American halfback 
for his alma mater, U.C.L.A. This hap- 
pened before Washington himself got mar- 
ried. For a while it did appear that the 
two were headed for keavy romance which 
did not materialize. 

In 1943 she was reported to be showing 
definite interest in a handsome young Ne- 
gro Army second lieutenant then stationed 
at Fort Huachuca, Arizona. But the dash- 
ing young officer was shipped overseas 
with his unit and Lena went back to Hol- 
lywood where she had a contract with 
M-G-M. 

That M-G-M contract marked a turning 
point in her career. It was both a boon and 
a source of intense frustration for her. In a 
sense it was her passport to stardom, for 
she did get several singing roles in M-G-M 
musicals that broadened and strengthened 
her reputation. But she did not get the 
coveted dramatic role for which she 
yearned. In time this made her bitter and 
when the movie contract expired she 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

On the other hand her M-G-M period 
produced artistic growth and personal hap- 
piness that was not in the cards. These 
by-products were not guaranteed in the 
clauses in fine print; they simply hap- 
pened. Chief factor in all this was Lennie 
Hayton, a musical director at M-G-M, and 
himself a troubled, rather lonely widower 
who was becoming a little cynical about 
life until-he met Lena. 

Each had heard a lot about the other 
before they met one day in the M-G-M 
commissary in Hollywood. Hayton’s stat- 
ure as a musical director, arranger and 
composer was considerable. Lena, who 
was just getting underway as a major per- 
former, was beginning to be discussed in 
top Hollywood and Broadway circles. Len- 
nie later confessed to an aversion to meet- 
ing her. Why? Simply because she was a 
singer and very beautiful and he was a 
little bored hearing raves about beautiful 
singers waiting to be discovered. 

Lena says Lennie spoke first, smiling at 
her warmly and calling out, “Hello, girl.” 
as they passed each other that day in the 
commissary. They met more formally a 
little later and realized that they found 
each other quite interesting and attractive. 
The romance didn’t take long to get into 
high gear. Soon they found that they had 
so much in common that a casual friend- 
ship had blossomed into a warm, deep re- 
lationship with serious connotations. 

Lennie dedicated himself to understand- 
ing this brown girl from Brooklyn who felt 
so strongly about such problems as dis- 
crimination and women’s rights. He found 


being with her both a relaxing and stimu- 
lating experience. He wanted to help her 
with her music, to guide her growth as an 
artist along sensible channels. He wanted 
to help transform her from an eager, hard- 
working beautiful ex-dancer with a yen for 
success as a singer into the classiest chan- 
teuse living. How well he succeeded in this 
task is shown in Lena’s cascading fame 
and her soaring salary. 

Lennie took over Lena’s musical coach- 
ing where the talented Phil Moore had 
stopped. Moore gave Lena a great deal. 
Lennie gave her even more. Under his 
astute and sympathetic guidance she grew 
emotionally and artistically too. Lennie 
advised her on selection of tunes, helped 
her pick her gowns and watched her apply 
her makeup. 

The crucial sense of timing, of which 
Lena is now a master, was developed in 
the course of long, sometimes gruelling 
sessions with Lennie’s playing and showing 
her how to phrase, when to pause. and how 
to pour it on at the climax. Lena recog- 
nizes the important role Lennie played in 
shaping her career and in making her the 
artist she is today. 

Lennie brought the best out of Lena 
and she knew that any man who could 
do that must be worthy of her love and 
loyalty. Lena brought happiness to Lennie 
of a kind he had never experienced. Theirs 
has been a rare mating of two people in 
love who also shared interests and ideas. 

They travelled together and explored the 
innermost recesses of their respective per- 
sonalities. At first they were restrained 
about their relationship; later, as word 
spread around the entertainment industry 
that this was a serious love match, they 
made no effort to conceal their feelings for 
each other. 

Lennie’s work for M-G-M kept him in 
Hollywood more than he wanted to be, 
especially when Lena was appearing in 
another city hundreds of miles away. Fre- 
quently, though, he flew to New York to 
be beside the woman he loved. Before the 
1947 trip to Europe they travelled around 
the East together. They stayed at the same 
hotels but were always booked on the 
register under their separate names. Usu- 
ally they occupied adjoining suites. 

The day of their departure for Europe 
in 1947 Lennie showed up late, carefully 
avoided the photographers who were 
swarming around Lena. He refused to be 
drawn into any of the pictures with Lena. 
One Negro newsman covering the ship- 
board festivities, reported to his editor: 
“That Lennie Hayton is sure one cool 
character. He wouldn’t say a word and 
wouldn’t pose.” 

By this time people had begun specu- 
lating on the nature of their relationship. 
“Are they married?” was a question asked 
from Hollywood to Harlem. 

The prying eyes of the public reached 
into their personal lives and irritated them 
terribly. But they couldn’t afford to show 
their feelings. They were gracious to all 
whom they met. 
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The decision to marry was made after a 
long searching examination of the prob- 
lems it might cause, and the repercussions 
that might result in their individual ca- 
reers. They knew that there would be 
ructions and some criticism. particularly in 
the movie industry. Both were still under 
contract to M-G-M, but neither was very 
happy about it. 

The marriage took place in romantic 
secrecy in Paris during the 1947 trip. Lena 
was moved, while Lennie showed consid- 
erable nervousness. When they drank a 
champagne toast in their hotel suite after 
the ceremony there were tears in their eyes. 
They vowed it would be for keeps this time. 

Lena’s devotion to Lennie is one of the 
more beautiful stories of U. S. show busi- 
ness. She is grateful to him for all that 
he has given her. That includes generous 
portions of love, encouragement, learning 
and understanding. Lennie occupies an 
unusual place in Lena’s life. He is more 
than a husband and lover, he is also her 
mentor. She calls him “Daddy” and he 
loves the nickname. 

A psychologist who met Lena and ob- 
served her cttentive, respectful approach 
to her husband, remarked that Hayton was 
combining two roles—that of husband- 
lover and that of the father figure. For 
most of her life Lena lacked the presence 
at home of her father. Lennie may be un- 
consciously enabling her to live out the 
previously unfulfilled daughter-father ex- 
perience of her youth. 

A close look at the marriage will dis- 
prove the theory bruited about that Len- 


nie is playing the Svengali to Lena’s 
Trilby. Lena is a strong woman of em- 


phatic tastes and opinions of her own. She 
and Lennie often have fierce differences 
but always discreetly removed from public 
view. They argue about art. music. politics, 
even about the tunes she should sing for 
a particular kind of audience. But their 
arguments are never bitter. 

They live gaily and well. They know 
how to help each other to relax and cater 
to the other’s whims in cute little ways. It 
is now over ten years since the romance 
began and it is still glowing brightly. 
Their love for each other is still strong 
though perhaps a trifle subdued. 

There is a lot of love in Lena for a lot 
of people. She loves her children more 
than ever, and is already planning Gail’s 
college career. Insiders say she would 
consider life complete if she could regain 
custody of Teddy, her handsome six-foot 
son, 

With or without Teddy, Lena is an ec- 
statically happy woman today. She is at 
the very top of her profession and is in 
demand from coast to coast. Money has 
brought her release from pressure and un- 
certainty. Travel and acclaim have given 
her great confidence in herself and a more 
rounded vision of life. Her marriage to 
Lennie Hayton enriched her as an artist 
and a woman. The word romance has real 
meaning for her now. What woman could 


ask more of life? THE END 








It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE - 
NOT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s the secret millions 
heve discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonder- 
fully different chewing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 
You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work in 
the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 
chiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 


FEEN-A-MINT! 


+ Feen-a-mi 


THE CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 


Want to Make Men 
OBEY YOU 2 





























Want to make him love you WILDLY, 
say ‘‘Dearest, I'll do anything for you.”’ 
Make him OBEY your Command Use 
COMMAND to help CONTROL men. 
Many say Command is the STRONGEST 
perfume ever. If you have cor ge 
send order today Send $2.00 with 
order (if C.O.D. $2.50). 


COMMAND Dept. L4, 913 N. Rush, Chicago, III. 
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NEW EYE GLAMOUR 


ARTIFICIAL EYELASHES—Absolutely natural-looking 
lashes that give you GORGEOUS EYES instantly. 
Exotic! Glamorous! Simple, easy . . . put on in 5 sec- 
onds ...can be used over and over again. In compact- 


like purse-size case. only $1 
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10 DAY TRIAL FREE! Order today at our risk. If not com- 
pletely satisfied return the eyelashes after 10 days’ 
trial for full refund. 

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP. 


Dept. a-422, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 
f NATURAL 
N LIGHTWEIGHT 


DENTAL PLATE 


Made from your old one... 
returned Air Mail same day 


New Process Saves 


ron 15% 


New Professional 
Method makes beautiful per- 
fect-fitting plastic plate from o 
cracked loose plates WITHOUT IMPRESSION. 


30 DAY MONEY-BACK TRIAL 
YOU can have gorgeous, natural-looking, perfect-fitting false 
plates that are comfortable, healthful ate prideful. From 
your old plate we will maké a brz and new denture—upper, 
lower or partial—perfectly matched, perfectly natural. Amaz- 
ing savings with new scientific Clinical method. New plates 
returned to you Air Mail usually within eight hours. 
SEND NO MONE Just send name and address for 
interesting details of wonderful 
guarantee that enables you to try your new plate for 30 whole 
days to be sure they’re EXACTLY what you want. If not de- 
lighted, Clinical returns every cent you've paid. Write now. 
CLINICAL DENTAL LABORATORY, Dept. 5512 
335 West Madison Street - Chicago 6, Illinois 
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with 
improved Kon \BO 
SUPER 

safe and sure! 

No Lye, 
No Burn, 


No Red Hair, 
No Hot Irons 


lasts 3 to 6 months! 


With only one application 
even after shampooing and 
brushing—Even when wet. 


soft and smooth! 


Makes your hair handsome 

ard easier tocomb... 

keeps it straight and neat. = / 

For women and children. c 
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try it... 


Lather with Kombo... 

comb and set hair as you like... 
pin curls, waves, page boy, etc. 
Neutralize with Kombo Rinse. 
That's all! 

Kombo Kit contains shampoo 
and neutralizer rinse 
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“What’s been going on between 
you two?” 

I flushed at his implication. “If you’re 
coing to say things like that, you can 
leave.” I told him flatly and then he crossed 
the room quickly and put his arms around 


hc. 


sisted. 


“I can’t help it if I’m jealous, Beth,” 
he said pleadingly, and when I tried to 
keep him from kissing me, he cried, “Why 
do you always act like a prude when 
we’re together? You weren't like that 
once. You—” 

“I’ve regretted it ever since, Tim. You 
that. Nothing has been the same 
between us.” 

He held me tighter and now his arms 
were hurting me. “Beth—” he whispered 

id the look in his eyes frightened me. 
Beth, I’ve got to have you. I realized 

1ight when I saw you with that man how 
razy I am about you!” 

“No, Tim. I’m not going to let you.” 

“Beth, we'll be married soon. I swear 
it. Only don’t send me away tonight with- 

showing you still care for me.” 

He was forcing me against the sofa and 
[ felt myself falling back on the cushions. 
lim was beside me and his hands were 

eking and bold as he tried to unfasten 

dress. I realized sickeningly that I 
lidn’t want him to touch me. I wasn’t 
fighting against emotions too strong for 
me to control like I had been before. I was 
fighting against Tim. I didn’t want him 
to kiss me or hold me. I had no idea why, 

it the feeling was there and it grew with 

h second. 

“Stop it, Tim, stop it, do you hear!” I 

ed desperately. 

Seth, we love each other. Don’t act 
like this!” Tim was begging me and I 
ried wildly, “But I don’t love you, Tim! 
It’s all over, don’t you see?” 

lim’s arms fell away and I began to 
cry because I was so mixed up and fright- 
ened I didn’t know what to do. 

After a while I dried my tears and sat 

Tim had walked away from me. He 

is looking at me as if he had never 
een me before. 

“Did you mean that, Beth?” he asked 
neredulously. “Did you mean it when you 
1id you didn’t love me any more?” 

“Yes, Tim,” I whispered miserably. “I 


” 


KRHOW 


ieant it. 
‘Beth, you can’t be serious. After all 
lis time. After—” 

“Maybe it’s because of all this time, 

Tim. Maybe it’s just too late for our 


t} 


livee 
[t’s that other man—your boss, I’m 
ire of it!” Tim said bitterly. “That’s 
vhat changed you. You're in love with 
n. You’re throwing me over for him.” 
“T never even thought of Alec like that. 
[his is something else. I can’t explain 
it, Tim. [I’m just sure we wouldn’t be 
lappy together.” 
[here was more arguing back and forth 
but finally I convinced Tim that I meant 
vhat I said. I handed him the ring he had 
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given me so long ago. He looked dazed 
and unbelieving when he left me, but I 
was completely sure of my feelings. Every- 
thing was over between us. 

The next morning when I went to the 
shop, Alec said apologetically, “I hope my 
bringing you home last night didn’t make 
your boy friend sore. I wouldn’t want to 
cause any trouble.” 

“Tim and I had a quarrel and I broke 
my engagement,” I told him quietly. “But 
it wasn’t because of you. I just realized 
I didn’t love him any more.” 

Alec looked stunned. “But you’ve planned 
to marry him for a long time, Beth! 
You—” 

“T’m not planning to now,” I said calm- 
ly. “Ill probably be working for you until 
I’m too old to load the machines any more.” 

It was odd how a feeling of relief took 
possession of me after that. I didn’t watch 
for Tim’s letters or hope for a visit from 
him. He was out of my life for good. I 
knew that was best. From the beginning 
he had thought only of himself and if he 
could have gone on with an affair instead 
of marrying me, he wouldn’t have hesi- 
tated. Eventually he would have been the 
one to break off in that case. 

I was surprised when Alec asked me 
to go out with him one night. We had 
such a pleasant evening together that I 
hoped he’d ask me again. 

He planned a picnic for the following 
Sunday and we started out early in the 
morning. The two little girls went too, and 
Alec built a fire later on and we roasted 
weenies and ate toasted marshmallows and 
then all of us just sat lazily around the 
fire. 

After a while Edna fell asleep with her 
head in my lap and a warm blanket spread 
over her. Gracie ran off to gather some 
fall leaves to take home. The smoke of 
Alec’s pipe drifted pleasantly over to me. 
I said suddenly, “This is so nice. I don’t 
believe I’ve ever been quite as happy.” 

Alec smiled at me. That wonderful, 
warm smile I liked so much. “I’m happy 
too, Beth. I always am when you're 
around.” 

My heart began to beat faster. I wanted 
to cry because of the way Alec was looking 
at me. He said, “I wish you could always 
be near me. I’ve fallen in love with you, 
Beth.” 

“T had no idea—I didn’t dream—” I 
began in a shaking voice and Alec asked 
quietly, “Didn’t you? I think it began 
when Edna was so sick. I almost told you 
when I knew you weren’t engaged any 
longer. But I thought I’d better wait till 
you got over that a little.” 

He moved nearer and put his hand over 
mine. “How about it, Beth dear? Do you 
care for me enough to marry me?” 

I said in hushed tones, “Yes, Alec, I do. 
I didn’t know it before but now—” 

He laughed exultantly. “Then what are 
we waiting for? We'll be married right 
away. Imagine the kids when we tell 
them! And my mother! Now she can go 


live with her sister the way she’d been 
wanting to right along.” 

And then he told me softly, “What a 
lovely mother you’ll make for my children. 
So sweet and dear and good. Oh Beth, 
honey—” 


UDDENLY MY heart sank. A lovely 
mother for his children. So sweet and 
dear and good. I wasn’t any of those 
things. How could I be after my sordid 
experience with Tim? 

I drew away from him. “I can’t marry 
you. Alec,” I whispered miserably. “And 
I can’t tell you why.” I couldn’t bear to 
see the pain in his eyes. I said almost in- 
audibly, “Take me home, please.” 

He lifted Edna from my lap and called 
to Gracie. We got in the car and Alec 
drove me to my apartment in silence. | 
went upstairs with tears streaming down 
my cheeks and my heart feeling as if it 
had been pegged full of holes. I couldn’t 
see Alec again. I’d have to give up my 
job right away. I’d never be able to work 
beside him and stick to my resolution not 
to marry him. 

I didn’t expect him to return after he 
took the children home. But he did. He 
said simply, “Didn’t you know I'd be here? 
I'm not going to take this lying down, 
Beth.” 

I didn’t answer him and he went on. 
“What is it that troubles you so? There 
isn’t anything you can’t tell me.” 

But I couldn’t tell him that. Because I 
couldn’t bear to let him know the kind of 
person I really was. I felt his hand on my 
shoulder. “Was it Tim, Beth?” he asked 
me gravely. “Was it something that hap- 
pened between you while you were en- 
gaged?” 

I felt the color come into my cheeks. I 
looked away from him. “That was it, wasn’t 
it?” and I began to cry because I hated 
to have Alec know the truth. 

He held me close to him and told me 
gently, “It wasn’t difficult to fill in the 
picture, Beth. Don’t vou suppose I know it 
was just a momentary weakness on your 
part? Honey, you’re still what I said you 
were this afternoon. Good and sweet and 
so dear to me. Why did you think this 
would change things?” 

I let him kiss me. I didn’t ever want 
him to leave me. I loved him with all my 
heart. 

We were married very quickly. And 
now my life is everything I ever dreamed 
it would be. I don’t work in the laundro- 
mat any more because Alec and I both 
feel that my place is at home, with our 
two little girls. Besides, there will be a 
new arrival before long and then I'll be 


busy every minute! THE END 
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Boudoir 


Madness 
(Continued from Page 36) 


don’t love this kind of jive. But, oh any- 
way, that’s the way it is. 

I was excited about meeting a real. live 
editor. As far as I was concerned, an edi- 
tor was ten times more important than the 
woman UN delegate I’d shaken hands with 
or the Haitian minister’s first aide. I had 
the movie idea of editors and it was in- 
triguing being so close to such a pretty 
editor. 

David went and got us fresh drinks and 
we settled down to talk. He didn’t seem 
at all bored with my company. Maybe it 
was because I asked him all sorts of flat- 
tering questions. I was curious, for in- 
stance, as to why he seemed to have a 
grudge against parties. 

“It’s not parties I don’t like,” he ex- 
plained. “It’s the people who go to them. 
They're mainly social-climbers and time- 
wasters.” 

I was beginning to get the impression 
that David was one of those supeiior peo- 
ple who look down their noses at every- 
one else on earth. But as our conver- 
sation developed, I found out just what 
was in his mind. David liked his job with 
the Thompson Publishing Company. It 
brought him a great deal of respect and 
he earned a very decent salary. But un- 
like many of the other people there. his 
ambition didn’t end at 5 o’clock in the eve- 
ning. David was writing a novel and had 
sold several pieces to top white publica- 
tions. He spent almost all of his evenings 
and weekends working on his own proj- 
ects. He resented affairs like the party 
because they made him take time out from 
his writing. 

“But what do you do for relaxation, 
David?” I asked. 

He held his Scotch glass up to my gaze 
and nodded at it soberly. 

I laughed. I had laughed a great deal 
more often that evening than I had in the 
past few months. David was the kind of 
entertaining person who relaxes you and 
gives you so much enjoyment that you 
don’t realize how much fun it has been 
until time for parting. I was sincerely 
sorry when I saw Dad picking his way 
toward us with that time-to-go look on his 
face. I shooed Dad off for a few minutes 
because already I had decided that I 
wanted to see more of this David char- 
acter. It was obvious that I would turn 
into stone sitting there waiting for him to 
make a date. But I have never been ham- 
pered by bashfulness. 


“How about us drinking some more 
Scotch together some time, David?” I 
asked. Then hastily, I added: “Oh, you 


won't have to pay for it. You can come by 
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to see me. We always have a few rusty 
bottles around.” 

“I’m relieved,” said David. “Not that 
it won’t cost me anything, but that you 
asked me for a date first. I was just get- 
ting ready to give in.” 

I felt a little foolish about that. But I 
felt pretty good because David wanted to 
come by the next evening. I had antici- 
pated that he might take out a little pad 
and pencil and start figuring when the 
creat writing Muse would release him for 
a few minutes. It was sort of quaint, I 
thought, a fellow being so dead set and se- 
rious and still managing to be entertain- 
ing company. 

[ wondered what it was about me that 
made him agree so readily to give up some 
pare moments. 


I DIDN’T HAVE TO wonder long. The 
next evening when David came by, we 
it in the living room until awfully late, 
talking. every so often switching on a rec- 
ord and dancing as we talked. It was while 
1 slow, insinuating record was playing that 
[ found out why David had given up work- 
ng that night to visit me. 

Suddenly, we had stopped talking. Sud- 
denly, the atmosphere in the room seemed 
to close in and make us aware of each 
other, aware that our hands had tightened, 

ur steps had slowed, our breathing was 
a little shaky and out of control. Then 
David’s lips were down upon mine and we 
had stopped moving almost—except for a 
slight, rhythmic swaying as easy, .as reg- 
ilar as the beat of the music. It wasn’t a 
nice kiss. It was savage, demanding and 
promising. speaking volumes and telling 
histories. Then David was holding me 
closer. His lips were against my throat 
and they were moving with words. 

“You’re a little devil,” he was saying. 

You’re clever. You’re dangerous. I’ve 
met a thousand girls prettier than you, 
smarter than you. But you're the first one 
I’ve met who has something I can’t keep 
iway from. And what’s worse, you know 
you have it. You know there’s a call inside 
of you that I have to answer. You knew it 
ill the time we were talking yesterday at 
the party and you knew it when you in- 

ted me here. I resent you because I can’t 
resist you and I don’t want a woman now. 
Only trouble, interference for me and my 
work. I resent you, but, God, Edith, I can’t 
resist you.” 

[ was very much moved by David’s pas- 

nate words. It dawned upon me that I 
had been subtly flirting with him from the 
moment I asked him to get me a drink; 
that I had been pretending to be casual 
because, really, that was the best way to 
capture a different kind of person like 
David. Now that my flirting had worked, 
[ was terrified because of what his kisses 
did to me, because of the rich singing in 

blood, the yearning in me crying out for 


Jh, David,” I said, much against my 
will, “I can’t resist you either.” 


His lips crushed mine again. I felt as 
though I would burst with sheer ecstasy. 
Like David said, there was a call inside of 
me for him. And his kisses told me that 
there was a response inside of him for me. 

I couldn’t resist David. Shamelessly, 
wantonly, I gave myself to him on our very 
first date. ... 

After that Jerry Goodwin was forgotten 
and every other man I’d ever known. David 
and I were seeing each other several times 
a week, I was deliriously happy in his 
company and both of us were propelled 
toward each other by the terrific undercur- 
rent of physical feeling which we shared. 
When we weren’t dancing or locked in 
each other’s arms, we would sit and talk. 
Mainly, I would listen as David told me 
about the novel, how it was going or about 
the latest short story he was working on. 

At first spending the evening this way 
was a delightful novelty. Ever since I'd 
graduated from high school, my life had 
been a round of parties, dances, social club 
meetings and the like. I was the type of 
person who was always in a crowd and 
who enjoyed it tremendously. It flattered 
me that David wanted to tell me his most 
cherished thoughts and to try out his ideas 
on me. But soon, I began to tire of the 
evenings always spent at home. I missed 
the gaiety and the feeling of belonging in 
groups of people who were having lots 
of fun. 

Besides, word had got around my set 
that I had ditched Jerry for another man. 
I wanted to show David off. I wanted my 
crowd to get to see him. Most important 
of all, I had made up my mind that the 
only thing which kept David from being 
perfect was his anti-social habits of lock- 
ing himself off. He had such an engaging 
personality. I was determined that he 
share it with people and win their respect. 
Actually, it was a selfish aim. I wanted to 
have the credit for being the important 
person in the life of a popular man. 

I began hinting about this and that so- 
cial affair. David did a beautiful job of 
ignoring my hints. 

Finally, I came right out and demanded: 
“David, why don’t we ever go out? All we 
do is sit around the house like a couple of 
confirmed lounge lizards. Are you ashamed 
of me, darling.” 

David plunged into a moody silence. 

“Well,” I prodded persistently. 

“Tell the truth, sweets, I’m a little 
ashamed of myself,” he said gloomily. 

I stared at him. I wanted to know why. 

“Well, don’t take this the wrong way, 
baby,” he began lamely. “I love being 
with you and all that. But, honestly, ever 
since we’ve started seeing each other, I’ve 
been falling way behind in my work. I 
don’t spend half enough time writing and 
I’ve got to—just got to get certain things 
done by a certain time I’ve set for myself. 
I’ve never let anything come between me 
and that goal before and, Edith, please try 
to understand me when I say I’m happy 
about our affair and unhappy too.” 


My first impulse was to explode, to de- 
mand what kind of man he was to regret 
time spent with a girl whom he supposedly 
cared about just because of some old 
novel. I was hurt because he had the nerve 
to admit that he begrudged the hours we 
were spending with each other. But I 
checked my anger. I was smart enough to 
know that, if I seemed not to understand 
and sympathize, if I forced an issue be- 
tween being with me and doing his work, 
I could lose out. I wasn’t strong enough 
with David yet to say anything scornful 
about his writing. Personally, I didn’t see 
any reason why he should bother burning 
out his life doing a novel. I was just 
ignorant enough to feel that novels were a 
dime a dozen. But David seemed to me 
important enough. 

His position on the magazine would 
make him highly respected among my set. 
He earned enough money to live very well 
—and to support a wife in fairly good 
style. I was satisfied with David the way 
he was, without any possible glory he 
might earn as a novelist. And, if being a 
successful novelist, was going to cheat me 
out of his company or keep me from show- 
ing him off to the people I thought im- 
portant, then I’d have to find some way to 
discourage him about the novel. 

But, for now, I knew I had better take 
low. 

“Well, dear, I certainly am interested in 
your work,” I told him. “I’d hate to be- 
lieve that I was standing in your way. 
What I meant about going out is that we 
could take in a movie just now and then.” 

“Yes, we could do that,” David agreed 
unenthusiastically. He seemed in low 
spirits for the rest of the evening and when 
he stood up to leave me, his kiss was a 
little different, a little absent—not at all 
the flaming farewell to which I had become 
accustomed. 

It was a long time after David left before 
I went to bed. I felt that I must sit in the 
darkened living room and think. How did 
I stand with David? Was I slipping, about 
to lose him? If so, what could I do about 
it? There must be something. 

I hit upon a plan. 

If I could make David see that by marry- 
ing me he could combine having me for 
his very own and being able to accomplish 
his work at the same time. But David had 
never spoken of marriage. I’d had it in 
mind from that first night on and had been 
hoping he’d bring it up. Now I had to 
make David want to marry me before I 
lost him completely. 

There was a way to make David marry 
me. 

I knew that he was the soul of honor, 
the type of person who inevitably faced his 
obligations. I must lie to David, tell him 
I was pregnant. That was the only way. 

Well satisfied with my plan, I switched 
off the living room light and went to bed. 

When I told David the next day, pre- 
tending that I'd been hiding my secret 
worry after seeing a doctor, he tried very 
hard to conceal his shock and disturbance. 





whet = hl 


-_— 


— a a | 


to 


as 


so 


to 


fo 


th: 
sle 


» de- 
>gret 
edly 
old 
erve 
s we 
ut | 
h to 
tand 

be- 
ork, 
ugh 
nful 

see 
ning 
just 
rea 
me 


vuld 
set. 
well 
‘ood 
way 

he 
ga 
me 
OwW- 
im- 
y to 


re 
the 
lid 
ut 
put 





or 








After satisfying himself that there wasn’t 
anything else to say, he shrugged his shoul- 
ders and concluded: “Well, baby, I sup- 
pose there’s only one thing for us to do. 
We'll have to get married.” 

I could hardly conceal my 
flung my arms around his neck. 

“Oh, David. you won’t be sorry, darling, 
I told him. “Ill help you with your work. 
We'll be happy. I'll do everything to make 
you happy and just being yours will make 
me happy.” 

From that day on, after we decided to 
marry, I gradually coaxed David out of his 
shell. I sold him on the fact that my par- 
ents would want us to surround our forth- 
coming marriage with the usual social ac- 
tivity. I pointed out that it was only fair 
that he give me a chance to let my crowd 
see and meet him. So now I had David and 
I had my parties and showers and, what’s 
more, I was going to be the wife of a 
prominent man very soon. 

It never worried me that eventually I'd 
be caught in my lie. Always my philosophy 
had been to live for the present and let the 
future take care of itself. 

We were married on a June day which 
sparkled with warmth and sunshine. Our 
marriage socially was everything I’d ever 
dreamed of. I knew that I was the envy of 
scores of eligible young ladies about town 
as I went down the aisle in my sweeping 
gown’ to meet my tall, handsome sweet- 
heart. 

We whisked away to Niagara Falls on 
our honeymoon, then had a week in At- 
lantic City. We were tremendously happy. 
Now that we could truly belong to each 
other without guilt, without restraint, we 
found even more joy and thrill in our 
relationship. 

I had thought David would find it hard 
to adjust to marriage after the freedom 
of bachelorhood. But he seemed to bloom 
as a young husband. He seemed to lose 
some of his preoccupation. What troubled 
me, however, was the enthusiasm he began 
to exhibit about what he believed to be his 
forthcoming fatherhood. 

He was always bringing up talk about 
plans for the child, making references to 
“him,”—he knew it was going to be a boy. 

“It’s going to be wonderful being a dad,” 
David murmured drowsily one night just as 
we were about to fall off to sleep. 

I knew that my farce would have to end 
soon. I was surprised in fact at David’s 
ignorance in not expecting me to grow 
larger. Now or never I must confess my 
deception. David might be a little irritated 
now if I told him, but I mustn’t let him 
build himself up for a smashing disap- 
pointment. 

“Honey,” I called him timidly. 

“Yes, dear.” David was almost asleep. 

I tugged at his sleeve. 

“Honey,” I said. “If I ever told you a 
lie and I told it because I love you, would 
you forgive me?” 

He was only mildly stirred now, wishing 
that I'd shut up and let him drop off to 
sleep. 
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“Yes, dear,” he murmured obediently. 

“David, are you listening to me?” I 
demanded. “I have something real im- 
portant to tell you. Please promise you 
won’t be angry.” 

He turned and faced me. “Okay, shoot,” 
he agreed. 

“David, there’s not going to be a baby.” 

He sat up in bed, gazed down at me. 

‘You mean something’s happened, 
Edith,” he asked. “You mean... .” 

The agitation in his voice made me shud- 
der. I hadn’t expected him to react so 

motionally. I went bravely on. 

“No. Nothing’s happened. It’s just— 
well, there never was going to be a baby, 
David. I lied to you. But I did it because 
I loved you and I was afraid you were go- 

to decide to put me aside because of 
ur work. David, don’t look at me that 
yay. You promised not to be angry.” 

David was staring down at me with a 
look in his eyes which I couldn’t analyze. 
| explained and pleaded and talked, trying 

cover up my fear at the way he was 
reacting. 

He was still staring as if he were seeing 

for the first time, as if I were a 
tranger. 

“David, say something,” I begged. “Say 

forgive me. Say you’re not angry 
with me.” 

\t last he spoke. His voice was low. His 
vords came between clenched teeth. 

“I’m not angry with you, Edith,” he 

id. “I’m angry with myself. Of all the 

mple fools in the world, I’m the great- 

[hen he slumped back down in the bed, 
turned his back on me and lay there. 


TRIED TO MAKE him face me again. 
[ cried. I implored. David was like a 
ing of stone. He wasn’t sleeping. But 

he refused to have anything to say. It 
ent on like this for a couple of hours 

intil I was such a bundle of nerves I 

thought I would never get myself together. 

Finally, he turned to me. 

‘Okay, Edith. Okay,” he said. “Got to 
sleep.” 

That was all he said. Then he went to 
But I couldn’t. 

There was a subtle, but very definite 
change in my relationship with David from 
that night on. I didn’t let it worry me too 

ich. After all, the important thing was 

that David had forgiven me—I thought. I 

realized he would have to feel some meas- 

of resentment. But I felt it would 
I off. 

But another worry cropped up. David 
began to throw himself almost brutally 
nto his after-office-hours writing. At first, 
he alternated his evenings between work- 
ing on his book and spending time with me, 
taking me to the theatre or visiting. I man- 
iged to get him to attend a few parties. 
But soon he began coming home from the 

ffice, having his dinner, kissing me lightly 

and disappearing into his work room just 
if it were the perfectly natural thing 
to do. 
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leep. 


I began to tire of the long evenings spent 
alone, looking at television programs, lis- 
tening to the radio. I tried inviting other 
couples over, people I thought David would 
like. At first this seemed a workable plan. 
But after a while, David got into the habit 
of spending a half-hour or so with our 
company, then making excuses and going 
into his den. After my friends had been 
insulted like this twice in a row, I spoke 
to him about it. 

David looked at me, tight-lipped and 
stubborn-jawed. 

“T told you a long time ago. Nothing’s 
going to come between me and my work,” 
he said. 

“But, David .. .” 

Anger shot up within him. 

“Let’s face it, Edith,” he snapped. “If 
you hadn’t pulled that phony stunt, we 
wouldn’t be married at all and I might 
have made much more progress with the 
book.” 

He turned on his heel and was gone. 

Even then I didn’t have sense enough to 
give in. I was shaken, mortified by his 
blunt admission that he considered him- 
self tricked into marriage and was just 
trying to make the best of it. 

I began to think of the novel as a rival, 
a silently vicious enemy. I hated the sound 
of his typewriter. The novel was taking 
him away from me. When he did finish 
every night, it was so late or he was so 
tired that there wasn’t any opportunity for 
the long talks we’d once had or the sweet- 
ness of loving. He was looking strained 
and haggard with the burden of his day to 
day task and the nightly grind. 

I tried to make him jealous. 

I asked him if he minded my going out 
once in a while instead of being stuck in 
the house every night. I was disturbed be- 
cause he agreed so readily, not seeming to 
care. I pointed out that there were certain 
affairs I’d like to attend which required an 
escort. I asked if he minded if I had an 
escort since he was so busy. He said quite 
calmly that he hadn’t mind. I didn’t really 
want to go out with anyone else, but I did 
it defiantly. I had the usual problem a 
young wife has when she tries to go around 
with single men whom she hopes will be 
satisfied just to provide company for her. 
There were a couple of nasty situations 
when the various escorts assumed that 
since I had let them take me out, I was 
willing to accept their advances. Alto- 
gether, my life was very unhappy. 

Then I pulled my master stroke. I sug- 
gested to David that we get a divorce. It 
was a bold gamble because, in my selfish 
way, I loved him very much and didn’t 
want to lose him. But I broke down in 
tears and sobbed that I was terribly lonely; 
that I’d rather give him up than feel that 
I was something extra and unwanted in his 
life. This touched the part of David that 
I wanted to reach. This made him feel 
guilty, made him afraid that, out of his re- 
sentment of the way I’d got him to marry 
me, he was causing me great suffering. He 
told me tenderly that he didn’t want a 


divorce; that he would try, from then on, 
to make me happier. 

Once I got him on the social merry-go- 
round again, taking me to parties and 
dances, visiting friends and making week- 
end trips, I kept him at it fast and furious. 
I knew that a slight letup would send him 
back to his work. He was very sweet about 
it all and I selfishly ignored the obvious 
fact that the burden of unhappiness had 
shifted from me to him. 

He began to drink heavily again like he 
had before we married. I didn’t take this 
seriously. He never did anything to hurt 
anyone while he was drinking. 

Then, just when I thought I had won my 
battle, David came to his senses. It must 
have been the woman he met, the one who 
took him away from me. He began making 
excuses about staying out late; began tell- 
ing lies about having out-of-town assign- 
ments for the magazine which separated us 
for the weekend. I knew they were lies. 

There are some lies a husband or wife 
recognizes as lies without being able to 
prove a thing. One day, cleaning his den— 
a thing he hated to have me do—I realized 
with shock that his manuscript for the 
novel was gone. I knew the answer. David 
had found a place away from home to 
work. I never dreamed that he might have 
found someone else to go along with the 
place. But like so many wives, I accused 
him of playing around simply to find out 
what his reaction would be. I was quite 
unprepared for that reaction. 

“Okay, Edith.” he admitted. “Suppose 
I tell you there is someone else. Suppose I 
admit that you have driven me out of my 
home because you didn’t really want to see 
me become somebody, do something. Sup- 
pose I tell you that I’ve found someone 
who understands, who really wants to help, 
who isn’t just a dizzy butterfly, constantly 
fluttering around the social climbers and 
trying to make an impression. After all, 
our marriage was founded on a lie and it’s 
very hard to build on a false base.” 

“What do you want to do about it, 
David?” I asked. I was hurt and tired and 
sick of the whole affair at the moment. 

“T want to leave you now and I want a 
divorce,” he answered simply. 

I forced a smile. 

“Okay. David, it’s okay,” I agreed. 

I really intended to give up. I really be- 
lieved I had lost out completely and, for a 
moment of clear insight into my own ac- 
tions, I had to admit that I deserved to 
lose. But I made a resolve. The minute 
that David walked out of the door and out 
of my life, I would go upstairs to our bed- 
room, get the little silver pocket knife and 
slash my wrists. 

Then I found David’s letter. My eyes 
happened to focus on three lines which 
gave me hope and caused me to make my 
vicious plan. 

“Whatever may happen between us,” 
David had written, “each one of us will 
have a certain hold on the other as long as 
we live. If, by some terrible chance, a 
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third person should come along for either 
of us, I doubt if that person could make too 
much headway unless you or I just gave 
up and called it quits. There’s something 
between us that it would be hard for any- 
one to destroy.” 

That was what David himself had writ- 
ten. I thought back to our days of court- 
ship and how David had first come to me 
very much against his will, how he had 
fought to keep me from getting a hold on 
him. how he had admitted that there was 
“a call for him inside of me” which he had 
to answer. I thought about how he had 
tried to stick with me even after I’d lied 
to him and hurt him badly. 

Then I thought about my unknown rival. 
Evidently, she appealed to David, not be- 
cause of irresistible physical attraction. but 
because she offered him intellectual com- 
panionship, because she was truly inter- 
ested in his writing. Well, intellectual 
companionship was important to David, 
but I knew him. David was all man, red- 
blooded and insatiable man. David needed 
excitement and fire and passion. 

If I could find some way to win him 
hack, I would give him that excitement 
and this time, I would try to give him the 
other type of companionship he craved 
also—encouragement and sympathy. I 
would know what to do next time to keep 
him. Folding the letter and putting it back 
in the drawer, I vowed not to die, but to 
live and fight for David. In that fight I was 
going to use every trick, I didn’t care how 


low. 
So began my period of waiting. The 
months rolled around and the divorce 


decree became final. One Sunday the 
newspapers carried an announcement that 
David Adams, the well-known editor, and 
Florence Burton an Urban League secre- 
tary had been quietly married. I noted that 
the bride was very young and, from her 
picture, quite pretty. 

Staring at her picture, I muttered: “I’m 
going to get to know you real well, young 
lady.” 

My campaign began. 

I wrote David and his new wife a letter. 
I told them that I wished them all the 
happiness in the world. 

“Your wife looks very sweet, David,” I 
wrote. “She appears to be just the kind of 
person you need—understanding and help- 
ful. I know now that our marriage was a 
mistake, mainly because I didn’t have the 
wisdom or unselfishness to realize what 
you were trying to do and to help you. I'll 
feel so much better about the whole thing 
if, with Flo, you are able to achieve the 
success you want and deserve. One thing 
I'd like to say. People are civilized these 
days—civilized enough to know how fool- 
ish it is to be enemies when misunder- 
standing has caused a rift. I would love 
to meet Flo and to let her know how well I 
mean to both of you. Can’t we all be 
friends?” 

I knew my David. I knew that my ad- 
mission of guilt and my offer of friendship 
would touch him and appeal to his sense 


of sophistication. But his new wife was an 
unknown factor. How would she react? 
Would she be suspicious of my gesture? 
If so, she would hurt her position a bit 
with David who, in spite of all I ever did 
to him, was always ready to trust me again. 

I got my answer swifty. It came in the 
form of a delicately written little pink note. 
Mrs. Florence Adams thanked me for my 
sweet letter and the beautiful wedding 
present accompanying it. Would I come 
have dinner with them some time soon. In 
the meantime, why didn’t I call her to say 
whether I could stop in for tea the follow- 
ing Wednesday afternoon. 

I smiled a knowing smile. Don’t play 
this girl cheap. She knows how to operate. 
Whether or not she was sincere, she had 
taken a step to let David see that his sec- 
ond wife could be as big about the situa- 
tion as his first. She had invited me to 
dinner at some vague date in the future, 
but first, she was going to look me over for 
herself. 

Tea with Florence Adams forced me to 
revamp my analysis of her as a shrewd 
operator. I had to admit that I found her 
a very sweet girl, obviously glowingly in 
love with David, warmly friendly toward 
me and almost certainly having no ulterior 
motives in accepting my friendship. 

All the better, I felt. This lady isn’t any 
trouble at all. All I have to do is worm 
my way into her confidence. Surely I'll be 
able to find a way to undermine David’s 
faith in her. It wouldn’t be the first time 
a husband has found out that his divorce 
was a mistake and done something about 
it. All I needed was my second chance 
and, from what I could see Florence Adams 
was going to give it to me without know- 
ing it. 

I’ve always been the type of woman who 
seldom makes friends in her own sex. But 
women like that can win other women over 
completely when they set out to do it. Em- 
ploying the utmost of tact, subtly designed 
flattery and the air of one cheerfully re- 
signed to her fate, I built the foundation 
for a strong friendship with David’s second 
wife. 

“Frankly, Edith, I was a little scared of 
this meeting.” Flo told me as she saw me 
to the door. “It could have been awkward, 
you know. But you’re such a wonderful 
person and so kind to me. I know now why 
David thought so much of you and still 
does.” 

So David had said nice things about me! 

“Flo, dear.” I told her, impulsively plac- 
ing my hand in hers, “I want to be your 
friend. You’re a very sweet person and 
very good for David. I know. I'll be happy 
if, five years from now, I can say ‘that’s a 
wonderful marriage—the kind I wish I 
could have given him.’ ” 

The next day David called me. An elec- 
tric thrill went through me, hearing his 
vibrant voice again. 

“Edith, you’re a gem,” he raved. “Flo 
talked about you all evening. She thinks 
Dear, I want to thank you 
It’s made 





you're just it. 
for acting the way you have. 
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1450. ROYAL BEAUTY 

Very attractive. Curls all 
around, Croquinoled. Net 
part. Can be dressed into part either side or center. 
different styles ....$25.50 Hand made weft. $21.00 
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Gives real natural 
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Comb front hair 
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your own part. BARGAIN PAGE 
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onal/3 lined net Reaches ear to 
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ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curis are cro- 
quinoled . . . $5.95 
Mixed grey. $6.95 





BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters at price of 
one. Can be combed. 
Very low price, pr. $3.50 
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New Look Bob Wig 
A short bob with feather 
cut appearance. Choice 
of part on either side or 
center. A lovely style in 
@ short bob.......... $27.50 

Compore Humania's Mixed grey ........ $30.50 
quality, styles and prices Satisfaction guaranteed. 


FREE Write for your FREE copy Humania’s 
illustrated Hair Style Booklet TODAY 
HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. B-12, 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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THRILLING LOVE and_ unleashed 
‘74. PASSION? Learn how to influence 
» your man to LOVE YOU only. Maybe 
BLUE DESIRE Perfume can _ drive 
him into your embrace forever. Unless you are STRONG 
do not try it! 100% 10-day money back guarantee 
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with order. If C.0.D. $2.50 each. 


COMMAND, Dept. L-3, 913 N. Rush, Chicago, Ill. 


No. 1852. RHYTHM 
New; very stylish. No part. 
Crown is ventilated. Softly 
dressed bangs and page 
boy dressing. $23.50 
Mixed grey $26.50 
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Choice of careers: practical nurse, 
nursing aide, hospital attendant, infant 
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ete. Course endorsed by physicians. 
55th year. Equipment included. Men, 
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quired. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
HICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
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everything so much easier. Can you come to 
dinner Sunday. And, by the way, Flo’s 
soing to ask you to do a big favor. She 
wants to buy some new things. Flo’s a 
wonderful girl but she hasn’t anything like 
our taste. She wants to ask you to shop 
vith her if you don’t mind terribly. She 
hesitated to ask so I decided I’d do it.” 
Oh. how they were falling into my trap. 
I went shopping with Flo. She was like 
a child in the wonderland of the depart- 
ent stores. I really did a conscientious 
job of selecting clothes suitable for her. 


T HAT WAS THE beginning of our close 

friendship—at least she thought it was 
a friendship. I saw a lot of her, visiting 
er home and having her over for tea. I 
cot her into one of my most select bridge 
It was the talk of the town that the 


cl ibs. 


first and second Mrs. David Adamses were’ 


separable. 

I made certain throughout the first few 
ionths, that I didn’t come into too fre- 
quent contact with David. I wanted him 

have his curiosity and interest in me 
roused by Flo’s constant talk about me. 
When David came around, I wanted him 
think it was his idea. And he would 
come around, I knew that. 

\ year after David had married Flo, I 
had her eating out of my hand. It got to 
the point where she would consult me 

bout David’s likes and dislikes in food, 
his little peculiarities. She confided in me 
and trusted me completely. 

My big opportunity came when Flo and 
David had their first big quarrel. It 
stemmed from one of those silly early 

irriage misunderstandings—nothing too 

rious really. But both of them took it 
seriously. Flo came running to me like a 
child with a hurt finger seeking its mother. 
She poured out her story of woe. It seemed 
he felt David was neglecting her. 

Just as I had, she was beginning to tire 
of his passionate devotion to work. I pre- 
tended to be highly sympathetic, but made 

re to say nothing against David. For 

most a week they didn’t speak to each 
ther. I knew every development because 
Flo kept me posted. One afternoon she 
phoned, very happy. They had made up. 
Now was the time for me to go into high 
ir operation. 

‘Flo, darling,” I warned her. “You 
know how hesitant I’ve been to take sides. 
I don’t think outsiders, no matter how sin- 
cere or intimate, should interfere in mar- 

ige affairs. But I do want you and David 

be happy. And, from my experience, I 
can tell you that you’ll make a big mistake 
y not using your head right now. Just for 
little while, pretend to be very cool to 
David. Don’t demonstrate your love quite 
s obviously as you have been. You know 
what will happen? He’ll compromise be- 
tween paying you attention and giving all 
his time to his work. Try it and I know 
you'll thank me.” 

“You really think I should, Edith?” Flo 
“It seems a shame to act stand- 
sh now when David’s being so sweet.” 


t 


“He’s being sweet because you're letting 
him have his way,” I told her. “That’s the 
way men are, sweets. Do what you think 
best, but consider my advice.” 

“Well, if you think that’s best, I guess 
you ought to know,” Flo told me a little 
doubtfully. “Anyway, Edith, I trust you so 
implicitly. You’ve helped so much. I guess 
I ought to do what you say.” 

When I hung up the phone, I had an 
evilly triumphant smile on my face. 

“This is the beginning of the end for 
you, my little simpleton,” I said as if Flo 
were right there. 

My scheme worked beautifully. Flo be- 
gan treating David very casually and he 
reacted as I knew he would—resentfully. 
She became worried and phoned me or ran 
over to see me for reassurance that she 
was doing the right thing. 

“It will take a little time, darling. But 
he’ll come around,” I told her. 

I had to move fast then. I had to get 
David to come to see me. I cudgeled my 
brain trying to find some plan to get him 
to the house without appearing to have any 
ulterior motive. I hit upon it. Flo’s birth- 
day was not far away. I would phone David 
and ask him to come over and help me 
plan a surprise party for her. He readily 
agreed. 

In an exclusive shop I found a sweater 
and dress which were almost a perfect 
replica of the outfit I'd worn the first time 
I met David. I exerted every effort to pre- 
sent the picture I wanted him to see. I 
dressed my hair the way he’d always liked 
it. I used a perfume he’d always preferred. 
He was to have dinner with me and I took 
great pains to have every delicacy which 
had always appealed to him. During din- 
ner I was gay and vivacious. 

I was lavish in my praise of Flo and 
enthusiastic about my plans for her party. 
I deliberately overdid it. I wanted David 
to wonder how I could be so unconcerned 
about my own self and the love I had borne 
for him. It worked. While I was chatting 
away, after dinner, and making certain 
that David’s glass was replenished with 
scotch, he said suddenly. 

“Edith. You've really learned not to 
love me any more haven’t you?” 

This was what I’d been waiting for. I 
was ready now to stage my big scene. 

I drew a sharp breath, placed my hand 
nervously, swiftly at my throat, looked at 
David with a penetrating look and said 
dramatically: 

“You shouldn’t have said that, David. 
Are you so blind that you can’t see that 
what I’m trying to do is help Flo to be the 
wife I didn’t have the courage or sense to 
be? Don’t you know that I'll never stop 
loving you; that I’m now trying to make 
her what I’d be if I had another chance.” 

The tears were streaming from my eyes. 
They weren’t fake either, although every- 
thing else about my act was. 

He was crossing the room. He was sit- 
ting beside me. 

“Edith,” he said softly. “You’re so won- 
derful. I didn’t know you still cared so 


deeply. God, what a mess I’ve made of 
things. I’ve missed you too. Missed the 
sweetness of your lips, the wild flame of 
your love. Flo... .” 

“Don’t say a word against Flo,” I de- 
clared fiercely. “She loves you dearly.” 

“Why are you always fighting so hard 
for Flo?” he demanded. “Flo’s not the 
perfect little doll you seem to think. Edith, 
why not fight for yourself. Maybe we made 
a mistake, getting a divorce. Maybe we 
just belong together.” 

I had him now. I could win. But I had 
to do it ever so carefully. 

“Do you mean you want me back, want 
me to love you behind Flo’s back?” I 
asked. “Do you mean... .” 

There wasn’t a chance to finish. David 
had snatched me to him just as he had that 
first night we had a date. His lips were on 
mine, hard, cruelly hard. The old fires 
leapt within us. 

“Edith. . . .” David breathed my name 
sobbingly. 

“David!” It was a wild cry, a plea for 
my lover to return to me then and there. 

I knew that all I had to do now was to 
let David possess me with the fierce crazy 
possession we’d once known. That would 
be the end of Flo. 

My lips were hot against his ear. My 
hands were stroking his face. 

“Even if it’s wrong, David,” I moaned. 
“Be my husband again. Right here and 
now.” 

“Yes, oh yes!” he whispered. 

A great wave of relief flooded me. After 
all these days of scheming and planning 
and hoping. I had won. I had David back. 

Almost like some shrill devil, a piercing 
sound shattered my triumph. It was the 
telephone. 

I went quickly to the phone, picked up 
the receiver. I could have screamed with 
annoyance. It was Flo. She was happy, 
bubbling over. Flo had sensational news. 
I listened for a minute. I managed to get 
out some words of congratulation. I placed 
the receiver down on the hook, turned to 
face David. I imagine my face looked as 
though I had aged ten years. 

“You'd better go. David,” I said. “You'd 
better go home to Flo. She called to tell 
me she’s just been to the doctor.” 


David leaped to his feet. “What’s 
wrong?” 
I shook my head slowly. “Nothing’s 


wrong for you and her, David. She’s going 
to have a baby. And she’s not lying.” 

For a full second, David stared at me. In 
his eyes I saw the realization that now 
was the time I was really giving up. 

He reached for his hat. 

“Good night, Edith,” he said. 

I watched him go down the hall and out 
the door. The slam of the door was the 
slam of the great iron doors of my prison 
of loneliness and regret. I had lost my 
husband twice. My plot kad failed. I had 
outsmarted myself. I had learned that you 
can’t build a house of love on a foundation 
of lies. I had learned that the hard way. 

THE END 
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(Continued from Page 11) 
but eventually I got tired of playing the 
role of a bookworm. I wanted the same 
attention that was showered on my class- 
mates, girls without a single brain cell in 
their pretty heads. 

A boy doesn’t ask a girl for a date just 
because she got straight A’s, I soon learned. 
So the night of our big sorority dance, I 
stood against the wall watching enviously 
as my friends had themselves a wonderful 
time. My brother, Bill, had reluctantly 
escorted me to the school gym where the 
dance was being held, but after the first 
dance with me he said, “I'll be right back, 
Gracie. I see some guys I know gs 
and hurried away. 

I knew that he had deserted me for the 
rest of the evening, having done his duty, 
so I backed against the wall and stood 
there trying to look happy. Each time the 
band began a new number I would move 
to another position, pretending I’d just 
come off the floor. One of those times I 
suddenly found myself looking straight 
into the eyes of a boy who was just as tall 

I—maybe a little taller. They were 
nice eyes, warm and friendly. 

Then I saw he was grinning at me and 
I stiffened. I looked away quickly. glanc- 
ing around as if I were looking for my 
partner. The band started a slow foxtrot 
and the boy asked, “How about this one?” 

I shook my head. “I’m— I’m sorry. I’m 
waiting for someone,” I lied, determined 
not to accept his pity. I moved a few steps 
away and strained my eyes looking for my 
kid brother. But he was out in the middle 
of the floor with some girl, so my excuse 
was ruined. Out of the corner of my eye I 
saw the boy still watching me and I could 
have died of embarrassment. A moment 
later he walked over and without a word 
took my hand and led me out on the floor. 

“This music is too good to waste,” he 
said, taking me into his arms. “Whoever 
you were waiting for is just out of luck!” 

I was too thrilled to protest. I no longer 
cared whether he was feeling sorry for me 
or whether my brother Bill had asked him 
to give his sister a break. All that mat- 
tered was that I was dancing with a boy 
who had actually asked me and that I 
didn’t have to stoop down in order not to 
tower over him. 

“Hey! You’re a rug-cutter from way 
back,” he said approvingly after we had 
circled the floor once or twice. I smiled 
my thanks, grateful for all the times Bill 
had made me his partner while he was 
learning to dance. The practice had made 
me a good dancer. 

Unfortunately, I hadn’t met Kenny un- 
til almost the end of the evening, so after 
another dance or two it was time to go. I 
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refused his offer to see me home, but on 
the way to the entrance where Bill and I 
had agreed to meet, Ken pulled me into a 
darkened corner of the lobby and kissed 
me. It was a soft, sweet caress that set 
my heart pounding. It was the first time 
I'd ever been kissed. 

A long, low whistle made us spring 
apart guiltily. Hank Bowers, captain of 
he basketball team and one of the most 
popular fellows at Atwood, and some of 
his friends had seen us. 

“Okay, Ken, break it up!” Hank teased. 

“Hey, fellows, that’s Gracie!” exclaimed 
one of Hank’s pals. “I always thought 
she was a square.” 

Kenny put his arm protectively around 

shoulder. “You wolves keep your dis- 
tance,” he laughed. “I saw her first.” 

Hank played it cool. “Still water runs 
deep.” he told his friends. “You guys pass 
ip these quiet chicks but I dig ’em the 
most! I really go for them.” 

“Not this one, chum!” Kenny retorted. 

He hustled me outside where we found 
Bill. When we said goodnight. Kenny 
whispered, “Ill see you next week at 
chool, Gracie. Hank and his pals may 
have big eyes for you, but they’re not go- 
ng to get to first base—that’s for sure!” 


\ Y HEAD SPUN dizzily. All this at- 

tention all of a sudden! It was won- 
derful. I'd been hanging back, denying 
myself the social life enjoyed by my girl 
friends. merely because I did not know 
the secret of their popularity. I had acci- 
dentally discovered it that night at the 
dance with Kenny. 

{ll a girl had to do, I found, was to be 
willing to hand out a few kisses and get 
i reputation as a “good sport.” A girl who 
was a wet blanket at a petting party soon 
found herself being left out of things when 
word got around that she was a “square.” 

Following the dance I was swamped 
with offers of dates. While I liked Kenny 
ind was grateful for the way he had 
brought me out of my shell, I did not 
hesitate to take advantage of my new- 
found popularity. I quickly learned how 
to play up my good points and how to 
give the impression that I was far wiser 
than I actually was. Even when I didn’t 
understand a risque story or a naughty 
joke, I joined the laughter of the bunch. 

Oh, it was easy to tease the fellows and 
lead them on now that I knew what they 

ere after. But I overdid it. I knew I was 
civing them the impression that I could 
be had, but I didn’t care. It kept them 
hanging around me, and that was all I 
wanted. Before long, I had gone out with 
most every fellow I desired, each time 
going a little farther with them. Plain 
hugging and kissing was not enough for 
them, and eventually I got involved in a 
few heavy petting parties at which almost 
anything went. 

But Hank Bowers was not one of the 
boys who ran after me; he continued to 
play it cool. Hank’s father owned a gro- 
cery store and Hank worked there after 


“2 
iO 


school and on Saturdays. Each time I went 
shopping for Mom, I made a point to have 
Hank notice me. The day came when he 
did open up. 

“T’ve been hearing things about you, 
Gracie,” he said to me with a broad wink. 

“For instance?” 

“Oh—things.” 

“Don’t believe everything you hear,” I 
said airily. 

“I intend to find out for myself.” 

We were standing behind a stack of 
canned goods and were out of view of 
Hank’s father, who was up front at the 
counter. Hank pulled me to him and 
kissed me. I let him. 

“Not bad, not bad!” he remarked when 
I finally pushed him away. 

“You're pretty good yourself,” I told 
him. 

“We'd be great together, baby. How 
about it?” 

“T won’t say yes. and I won’t say no,” I 
teased. “Call me up sometime.” 

Leaving it at that. I turned and strolled 
away, rolling my hips provocatively. I had 
learned enough to know that playing hard 
to get always gets results. I didn’t have to 
wait long. The next day at school, Hank 
stopped me in the hall and asked. 

“How’d you like to be in on a ‘set’? ’'m 
throwing this Saturday?” 

“Set” was the slang word for party and 
I was immediately interested. I said, 
“Sounds nice, but I’ve got a date for Sat- 
urday.” 

“You'll have more fun with me,” he said 
confidently. 

“And just where is this ‘set’ going to 
be?” 

“At my old man’s store.” 

“The store?” 

“Sure. There’s a back room that’s per- 
fect, and I’ve got a key. I even swiped a 
few cans of beer from the freezer. We'll 
have a ball!” 

I had no idea what I was letting my- 
self in for when I agreed to Hank’s sug- 
gestion. It turned out that the back room 
at the store had been fixed up into a very 
private and cozy place. The windows were 
all blacked out, although the room was 
dimly lighted. There was plenty of beer 
and potato chips from the store and we 
danced to the music from a small radio. 

It wasn’t the big party I’d expected. 
There were only three couples and we 
paired off at the very start. I rever liked 
the bitter taste of beer so I only took an 
occasional sip from the can on the floor 
beside me, so I can’t blame alcohol for 
what happened. The other couples drifted 
into dim corners, leaving Hank and me 
on the sofa. 

Our petting started out just as it had 
with other boys, but Hank soon made it 
plain that he meant to go the limit. His 
kisses became more demanding and his 
hands roamed all over me. Although I 


knew that if that continued, things would: 


get out of control, I did not struggle 
against him. His torrid kisses had aroused 
me to the point where there was no turning 


back. So the emotions we had been toying 
with mounted to such a high pitch that we 
were overwhelmed by something that 
proved bigger and stronger than both of 
us. 

Later, of course, I was ashamed and 
sorry, but what had happened had hap- 
pened. I never went back and I am eter- 
nally grateful that I had sense enough to 
realize my mistake, for not long afterward 
the burglar alarm at the store was acci- 
dentally set off during a heavy petting 
party and half a dozen kids were hauled 
off to the juvenile authorities. Their par- 
ents, of course, were shocked at the dis- 
covery and the whole community got 
interested in the problem. 

Everyone agrees that it is a big problem, 
especially since petting has come to be 
regarded as the accepted thing for teen- 
agers. I’m not so old-fashioned that | 
think it should be abolished; I don’t think 
anyone could do that if he tried. The 
point is to set some kind of limits which 
will keep immature and often reckless 
young people from going overboard. 

Speaking of “the pressure today for 
physical expression between boys and 
girls.’ Dr. Marynia Farnham says, “Any 
society which gives drivers’ licenses and 
automobiles to boys of 17 and allows them 
to take girls of the same age out in those 
cars is in no position to police the situa- 
tion.” 

The real problem, she adds, is not how 
to stop petting. but how to prepare the 
youngster to handle it. “Its beginnings 
are very mild.” Dr. Farnham goes on. 
“usually involving a little kissing, some 
limited caressing and fondling. It is obvi- 
ous to any adult, but far less obvious to 
the youngster, that sexual play is designed 
to lead to greater and greater intimacy 
and finally to intercourse. 

“For after kissing and mild fondling 
will come the need for greater and greater 
body intimacy, first without exposure and 
then with more and more exposure. First 
the citadel of the girl’s breasts and then 
mutual handling of the entire body may 
emerge... .” 

That she is not speaking on theory alone 
is shown by her statement that “I have 
talked to many youngsters who have quite 
readily told of the total intimacy short of 
intercourse which they permit.” 

Of course. American adults do not al- 
ways provide shining examples for their 
offspring to follow. Dr. Valeria Hopkins 
Parker, member of the American Associ- 
ation of Marriage Counselors, points out 
that, “Authorities estimate that each night 
in the United States, approximately one 
and a half million couples are sexually 
intimate—of these about one million are 
married. Therefore, almost a third of the 
unions are in adultery, or otherwise con- 
trary to law and morals .. .” 

So the results of a study made by Dr. 
Oscar B. Markey, psychiatrist to Cuyahoga 
County Juvenile Court, are not too sur- 
prising. Dr. Markey probed into the ag- 
gressive sex behavior in teen-agers arrested 
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for delinquency and found that 84 per 
cent of these girls had committed sex of- 
fense in imitation of older girls, tor social 
advantage. Fully 52 per cent of them 
came from broken homes and in some 40 
per cent of these cases, the parents were 
known to be immoral. 


UGENE GILBERT, head of the Gilbert 

Youth Research, reports that in his 
survey of a cross-section of American 
youth made recently, the statistics show 
that “almost no teen-agers believe that 
steady couples should never kiss.” About 
half the girls interviewed felt that the 
first kiss should come at the end of the 
second or third dates, but 85 per cent of 
the boys the same age hold this view. 
Some 14 per cent of all teen-agers believe 
that petting or closer intimacy is permis- 
sible between steady couples. 

The Gilbert Research study gives one 
clue to a possible solution to the problem: 
more information on sex from authoritative 
sources—schools, parents, community or- 
ganizations. It was learned that the great 
majority of teen-agers—four out of five— 
acquired whatever sex knowledge they had 
from friends, while less than two out of 
five got their information from their par- 
ents or similar sources. About one in ten 
of the boys and one in twenty of the girls 
admitted that their sex information had 
been gained through experience. 

Much of the blame falls on the parents, 
for as Dr. Farnham puts it, “The parent 
sees nothing absurd in giving young people 
all sorts of opportunities for the most un- 
restricted intimacies and at the same time 
expecting them to refrain from taking ad- 
vantage of those intimacies. 

In at least one community, the parents 
recognized their responsibility in the situ- 
ation and did something about it. Follow- 
ing the exposure of high school sex 
scandals, parents in West Hartford, Conn., 
got together and put some rules into effect. 
Summed up, they provided that no outsider 
could crash a teen-age party; hard drinks 
were banned at parties; boys were re- 
quired to ask girls’ parents what time they 
were expected home, and to comply. 

Wisely, these parents did not try to 
outlaw petting, for it has become common- 
place and youngsters would rebel at such 
a suggestion. Kissing is not “dangerous,” 
except in the sense that it is the first step 
along the road to complete intimacy. A 
youngster with accurate knowledge of how 
his body functions, a wholesome attitude 
toward sex, and the good judgment to 
realize when a situation is getting out of 
hand, is in a good position to keep from 
overstepping the bounds. The vast major- 
ity of youngsters are not the “wild youth” 
their elders assume; every generation 
Views the one coming along behind it with 
alarm and concludes that the youngsters 
are “on the road to hell.” Actually, what 
happens is that customs change, new ten- 
sions and new problems must be faced and 
solved by each new generation—and more 
than that, the adults are getting older. 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 6) 


jazz circles as he used to. 

Why Miles is prone to off-days at play- 
ing is a mystery seemingly without solu- 
tion. But, a few critics feel, he is himself 
mostly to blame for the situation. As one 
Downbeat writer figured it. “Miles, largely 
through his own fault, has not yet fulfilled 
his great early promise.” 

Miles is a young musician. Born 28 
years ago in Alton, Illinois, he was edu- 
cated in music at Juilliard School in New 
York where he learned the rudiments of 
the art the right way. The stability of his 
training is reflected in his music. His notes 
on the trumpet roll out steadily, clearly 
and with assurance. 

For the last three years or so, Miles has 
been recording for Prestige. Some of his 
current works for the label are exception- 
ally good and have led observers to believe 
that he is on his way back to the top 
again. He cuts mostly LP’s. 

Miles’ most recent release on Prestige is 
an EP embracing four numbers (Miles 
Ahead, Smooch, When Lights Are Low 
and Tune Up). He blows ably on the quar- 
tet with some steady rhythm backing. 

The sort of material Miles has been re- 
cording for Prestige may be avail- 
able on tape for home recorders. Disk- 
eries like RCA Victor, Capitol and Decca 
are set to sell long-playing music on tape. 

A single tape plays about as long as a 
12-inch LP record, sells for from $8 to $9 
more than comparable discs but has cer- 
tain advantages over recordings. It can 
capture sound with more fidelity, will not 
wear out and is not subject to needle 
scratch. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Decca’s 
Who’s Afraid?/I Wished on the Moon, a 
pair of ballad standards flawlessly sung 
by Ella Fitzgerald who is renowned for 
her ability to sing anything in the popular 
vein. Backed by the Gordon Jenkins or- 
chestra and chorus, Ella has here the type 
of material ideally suited for her vocals 
and makes the most of it. She does Afraid? 
subtly, Moon with a lilt. Both should be 
strong enough to attract a lot of spins on 
disc jockey shows and jukes. . . 

GOOD: Decca’s Hey, There/. And, This 
Is My Beloved, two Broadway show tunes 
delivered vocally by mimic star Sammy 
Davis, Jr.. marking his debut as a per- 
former on the label. The debut is an auspi- 
cious one for Sammy. Demonstrating a 
handsome voice and a clever style of 
phrasing, he chirps the pair in big league 
fashion. The release has been well re- 
ceived by reviewers and it gets Sammy off 
to a flying start on his new recording 


soon 


career. 

RECOMMENDED: Decca’s / Cried/My 
Memories of You, resounding the throaty 
vocals of Savannah Churchill on two sul- 
try numbers that allow her to show to best 
advantage. She could crash the hit lists 
with either of the sides. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13) 


the most influential and important men of 
modern music on the bandwagon, it’s 
here to stay. The recent success of 
“The Isle of Capri,” his first mambo, has 
prompted the Duke to do another. It 
should be heard from soon ... Lou EI- 
liott, talented young singer who quit the 
Ellington orchestra recently after she re- 
corded a best-selling arrangement of “Sun- 
ny Side of the Street” with the band, only 
to have her name left off the record 
label, is now the featured vocalist with 
Erskine Hawkins, the Twentieth Century 
Gabriel . . . New York’s Palace theatre 
would like Nat King Cole to do their next 
one-man show. And Dean Martin (the 
other half of Jerry Lewis) would like to 
team with the “King” for a series of rec- 
ords ... And speaking of teams, Frank 
Sinatra and Sammy Davis, Jr., may make 
several novelty recordings together 

The Mariners, interracial singing quartet 
with the Arthur Godfrey TV and radio 
shows, will be making their first concert 
tour of Europe this fall. The group missed 
out two years ago when the “Porgy and 
Bess” musical show was selected to make 
a goodwill tour, but this time they’ve got it 
made; Godfrey has consented and is help- 
ing plan the tour. 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 5) 


courts by his first wife be started action to 
obtain one that would stand up in the New 
York courts. Finally, in the early part of 
1944 it came through and he was a free 
man. 

Needless to say, I waited with anticipa- 
tion for him to ask me to be his wife. And 
it did happen on July 15 when he phoned 
me from Montreal, Canada, and in his 
quiet manner told me he wanted me to be 
the new Mrs. Fuqua. 

On August 11 at City Hall in New York 
City with his sister, Mildred, and my 
brother Joe Baskin in attendance, we stood 
before a judge and heard him intone the 
words that bring a thrill to any girl when 
she’s about to get married. With only fif- 
teen minutes to spare before he was due to 
go on the stage at the Paramount Theatre, 
we grabbed a cab and made it with min- 
utes to spare. 

Standing backstage, I felt very happy as 
he stood in front of the packed theatre and 
sang “If I Didn’t Care.” That song never 
meant as much to me before as it did then 
because I was now his wife. 

I’ve enjoyed much happiness since then 
and have been all over the world with him. 
Many wives married to performers frown 
on making trips with their mates, but 
Charlie wants me to be near him at all 
times as he seldom gets to enjoy the little 
six-room house we call home in Buffalo. 
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Poems of 


HIM 
There he stood amidst the crowd 


With 
proud. 


handsome face and_ shoulders 
Conspicuous as a beacon light 

When only one shines in the night. 

I started to him to smile and speak 
But the nearness of him made me weak. 
Coward that I am, I turned to go 

My last chance to say “I love you so.” 
The touch of the hand upon my arm 
Was a tender caress; very warm. 
Startled I turned: decreased my pace 
And looked into his handsome face. 
“May I walk with you a little while?” 
My answer was an enticing smile. 

A lifetime of love our walk became 


For now I answer to his name. 
—Harriett E. Cotharn 


UNCONVENTIONAL 
Let no moon shine above 
The night I fall in love. 
Let no sweet music play, 
Scare all the birds away. 
Let every breeze stand still, 
The flowers fade upon the hill. 
For such things have no charms, 
When someone’s in my arms. 
All that I want to do 
Is concentrate on YOU! 
—Roberta Wrain 


STORMS 
High on a hill the rain swept down 
Out of an ink black sky, 
The thunder crashed and clouds were 
torn 
When lightning flashed on high. 


The storm-tossed night had closed us in 
A small world of our own, 

A wild, dark night that held us there 
Imprisoned and alone. 


The fury of the night was matched 
By other storms that raged 
When two hearts, lost and lonely, met 
And found their need assuaged. 
—Catherine E. Berry 


Devotion 


SCARS 
Do you think when you are gone 
That I can go 
Untouched by love and unmarked 
By scars that show? 
All who see me pass, my dear, 
Will surely know 
A tempest wrecked its havoc, 
A sudden blow 
Blew out the light that glimmered 
And left no glow 
Within my eyes—or in my heart, 
Oh, they will know! 
—Catherine E. Berry 


ANTICIPATION 


The hour draws near 
When I shall see you once more 
My heart. 


My heart still races 

My body still tingles 

My blood is yet singing 

From the exquisite torture-passion 
That was wholly mine 

As a priceless gift from you 

When we were last 

Together. 


Now I stand here 

Tense— 

Unnerved— 

Wondering, hoping, fearing— 

Wanting you 

As I never wanted you before 

While delicious shudders of anticipation 
Play havoc against my spine. 


What will you do when you see me? 
Will you turn coldly away 
(As you are apt to do 
Depending on your mood) 
Will you greet me casually 
As if we’ve never 
Been apart— 
Or will you exceed my wildest dreams 
Of last night— 
And the night before— 
By embracing me 
And holding me 
Until my knees go weak 
With ecstasy— 
By caressing me 
And murmuring 
“Darling, I’m home”? 
—Rosemarye Washington 


FANTASY 
Again I ask 
The age-old question— 
Do dreams come true? 
Not dreams that one dreams 
At nightfall; when consciousness slips 
away; 
But dreams that one dreams 
While wide-eyed and staring— 
Of things which rarely 


Come to pass. 


For instance, 

I met you this morning 

For the first time, my darling. 

And for the rest of the day— 

And night— 

I dreamed of nothing but you. 


I dreamed of how my heart would leap 

Should I chance to see you again. 

I’ve dreamed of how my tongue would 
fail 

If you merely said 

“Good Morning.” 

I dreamed of ecstasy 

Fabulous and untold 

Should you chance to love me. 

and 





I dreamed of children—a home 
you 
Wholly, completely, undeniably mine. 


Then the outward world intrudes 

Upon my reverie 

Of fantasy—and then 

I realize— 

That you do not dream as I| do. 

You go on, daily 

Head high, steps firm, 

Treading upon a gory thing 

That once I called my heart. 
—Rosemarye Washington 





Disputed Parentage 
(Continued from Page 43) 


is a bastard. The following table illus- 
trates these facts: 


But no 
children 
belonging to 
these groups 


May have 
children 
belonging to 
these groups 


Parents 
belong to 
these groups 


M and M M , MN 
N and N N M, MN 
M and N MN M, N 
none 
MN and MN’ ON, M, MN impoosibl 
MN and M MN, M 


MN and N MN, N M 


The courts very readily accept the evidence 
obtained with blood groups to exclude 
parentage. There have been many famous 
trials well described in the newspapers in 
which the so-called “blood tests” were in- 
troduced as evidence. 
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